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poetica surgit 
‘Tem pestas —————_——_— JUVENAL. 


“ The poetic Storm arises.” 








ODE—TO THE MUSE: 
ON THE VIGNETTE ACCOMPANYING THE THIRD YOLUME. 


a 


Mav, born to sorrow and to pain, 
Yet not without a quick’ning sense of joy, 
Is impious when he dare complain ; 
Nor e’er does grief his heart annoy, 
Nor e’er do sorrows cleud his hour, 
But hope some gleam of comfort throws 
On Mis’ry’s drear and darksome bow’r, 
And bids him patient bear the passing woes. 


Yes, in his thorny path the flow’ret blows, 
' And the cool fountain bubbles by its side; 
The pendent bough its golden fruit bestows, 
And heav’n-born Virtue is his faithful guide : 
While Science and each sister Art appear, 
To chase th’ intruding care, and check the rising tear. 
VOL. Ill, 20 
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Yes, thro’ all Nature’s range— 
The wand’ring planets, as they roll— 
Or varying seasons, as they change— 
The mighty ocean’s ebb and flow— 
With all the plants and flow’rs that grow,— 
W hate’er receives its birth 
From the ever-teeming carth,— 
In all appears one vivifying soul ; 
In all th’ immortal mind of man may see 
The pow’r divine of harmony. 
Hence springs the universal sway 
Of Music’s dulcet sounds ; 
Whose pow’r the pow’rs of man obey, 
Tn polish’d nations, or in deserts wild, 
Or in the island’s narrow bounds ; 
Where the ear listeus to the lyre, 
Or rudest notes alone inspire, 
Joy feels an added sense, and sorrow is beguil’d. 
When the Muse quit’s Parnassus’ lofty hill 
For Aganippe’s flowing rill, 
Behold the mortal Passions on her wait: 
Not these which violate the human breast— 
Envy and Fear, and Jealousy and Hate, 
The scourges of man’s chequer'd state ; 
But those by which his hours are blest ; 
Those which to neble actions move— 
Couyege, Benevolence, and Love ; 
The ardent elevating thirst of fame, 
And Charity, and meek Religion’s holy flame. 
The breathing clarion sauads to arms ! 
No more the soldier feels alarms, 
But dares the threat ning fee ; 
And when, alas! the laurell’d brave 
Sunk iato glery’s, bonour’d graye, 
The trumpet’s plaintive music charms, 


And robs the mourner’s breast of half its we. 
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When the fond heart, attun’d to tove, 
Is torn with doubts and anxious fears ; 
Let but the Muse present her lyre, 
The demons of the mind retire ; 
While its sweet sound the drooping lover cheers, 
And bids Despair far, far away, remove. 


When the full choir in chorus join, 
To Heaven’s throne the anthem raise; 
When voices sweet, in hymns divine, 
Chant forth the hallow’d notes of praise ; 
When the loud pealing organs blow, 
Ip tones majestic, deep, and slow ; 
While Charity, to ease the pain 
Of many a bitter wo, demands the strain ; 
Then to morta) man ’tis given 
To taste a perfect joy—tn raise the soul to Heaven. 


MY SARAH: 





A POETICAL EPISTLE, IN IMITATION OF COQOWPER’S 
‘* MARY.” 


I 


Wuen tempests howl, and whirlwinds sweep 
Their millions to the wat’ry deep, 
O’er thee may Heav'n its vigils keep, 

My Sarah. 
When lightnings pierce the dusky sky, 
And péaling thunders relt on high, 
O’er thee the shaft shall hartitess fy, 

My Sarah, 
Tho’ ills swrround, tho’ tates cotibme, 
Tho’ fiends in sable vestivents shine, 
And all their magic arts entwine, 

*Gainst Sarah ; 

202 
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Yet that great Gop who reigns above, 
Whose attributes ure peace and love, 
Shall guard, and ev’ry ill remove 

From Sarah, 


What tho’ the sland’rer’s busy tongue 
Strive to defame, and do thee wrong? 
Its utmost hate can ne’er belong 


To Sarah. 


What then avails the idle tale, 
Convey’d by such an evil gale ? 
It ne’er can injure or prevail 
’Gainst Sarah, 


Then heed not what the sland’ rer says ; 
His censure is a kind of praise ; 


A tax which Merit always pays, 
My Sarah, 


Bat rather heed the good and wise, 
Whose candid and discerning eyes 
Will see that sterling merit lies 

In Sarah, 


To them alone you'll stand confess’d 
A maid of ev’ry charm possess’d 
Which can delight the manly breast, 
My Sarah. 


To them your beauties will appear 
Inviting as the op’ning year ; 
Your many virtues they’ll revere, 

My Sarah. 


They’!l ever think and speak the same ; 
Your real worth they’ll ne’er defame ; 
Like me, they'll consecrate the name 

Of Sarah, 
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To smooth life’s rude and devious way, 
Or give to hope one cheering ray, 


To me none can such charms display 
As Sarah. 


For thee, dear girl! I'd freely share 
Life’s ev’ry grief, life’s ev’ry care ; 
F’en Fortune’s frown I'd calmly bear 
For Sarah. 


Oh! never shall my lips repine, 
Tho’ fell adversity be mine, 
If I can bow at thy fair shrine, 
My Sarah, 


If ling’ring grief should be my lot; 
If, in some wild neglected spot, 
I should live friendless, and forgot 


By Sarah ; 


Or if, perchance, thou prov'st unkind, 
Bidst me depart, fresh joys to find, 
And leav’st my better hopes behind, 

Dear Sarah; 


I will obey thy stern decree, 
I'll part myself from love and thee ; 
But, ah! each joy will fly from me 
With Sarah. 


In secret, then, unknown I'll mourn, 
Nor shall my heart, by sorrows torn, 
Again be cherish’d and upborne 

By Sarah. 


No fair-one’s smile shall heal the smart, 
Or soothe the anguish of my heart ; 
So sweet a balm none can impart 


But Sarah. 
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At length, when Death shall hover nigh, 
When Love’s mute tear shall dim mine eye, 
My tongue shall bless, e’en when I die, 
The name of Sarah, 
Ipswich, 1810. J. Linty. 


f —_—-—~ 











THE BACHELOR’S RESOLVE: 


A PARODY ON THE ** RESOLVE *,”’ A POEM, BY WALTER 
SCOTT. 


ees ae 


THE marriage state I'll ne’er despise, 
Nor scotn s6 chaste a theme ; 

Nor say that all its joys. comprise 
A vision, or a dream, 

If woman’s love be quickly got, 
Or if ’tis quickly gone, 

I'd rather bask in flames thus hot 
Than coldly dwell alone. 


If maid as angel bright appear, 
My faacy to beguile, 

With love's sweet homage of a tear, 
With am’rous look, or smile ; 

When once the shaft be fairly shot, 
Tis better, When ’tis flown, 

To scorch in Cupid’s flames so hot, 
Than live to freeze alone. 


Shall I the pow’r of Love defy, 
When fix’d in Woman’s brow? 
Despise’ the glance of woman’s eye, 

Be deaf to weman’s vow? 


tit. 





* Mr. Scott, in the above-mentioned Poem, bears rather hard 
upon the fair séx ; the object of this Parody is to destroy the satire, 
and yet to retain as much as possible the language of the original. 
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Oh, no! to hold a Lady’s. heart 
So light, if lightly won, 
Is what my tongue shall ne’er assert, 


Nor will I dwell alone, 


The flaunting torch may soon expire, 
The di’mond’s ray may shine ; 

The flame may rage with kindling ire, 
Each gem may look divine ; 

Yet gem moye fair Eliza prov’d, 
Who like the di*mond shone ; 

By her esteem’d, by her belov’d, 
Say, could I live alone ? 


Tho’ Cupid ting’d my ev’ry thought 
With dies too bright and vain, 
Shall not the silken net be wrought, 

To tangle me again ? 
How can I pay too dear for wit 
Which yields delights unknown 
To those neglected few whe sit 
And always live alone ? 


*Tis woman gives to life a zest, 
With endhess pleasures fraught ; 
And woman’s love can make us blest 
Beyond the reaeh of thought. 
Tho’ widow’d turtles mateless die, 
Ne’er let my bosom own 
That e’er it wish’d, or heay'd a sigh, 
To live—to dwell—alone. 


Ipswich, Aug. 29, 1810. J. Litry. 
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THE JUBILEE. 


een ieee 


O Monarca! plac’d at England’s helm, 
The happy subjects of thy realm 

This day devote to thee ; 
Hark! shouts of thousands rend the sky, 
While thousands echo to the cry, 

** A day of Jubilee.” 


Brisk Commerce points to many a sail, 
While agriculture and the flail 
Confess their debt to thee; 
The pen and pencil’s magic aim, 
The Arts and Sciences, exclaim, 
** A day of Jubilee.” 


Lo! Afric’s sons, a sable band, 
Torn now no more from native land, 
This blessing owe to thee ! 
O, George the Great! this godlike deed 
A richer lustre gives indeed 
To this our Jubilee. 


See, to enrich this glorious day, 
Thy London nobly leads the way, 
And sets the debtor free ; 
Husbands and fathers cheerly cry 
(Restor’d again to liberty), 
**O Day of Jubilee.” 


Sweet thought! whene’er Omnipotence 
Shall call thee, much-lov’d Monarch! hence, 
To us the hope is given, 
Thy piety, and well-spent days, 
Will form for thee (thy greatest praise) 
A Jubilee in Heaven. 
W.N. Harr. 
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THE VILLAGE SUNDAY: 
A POEM, MORAL AND DESCRIPTIVE, 


IN THE MANNER OF SPENSER. 
A 
“ Agrestem tenui meditabor arundine musam.”—ViR6. 
A 


TO EVERY VILLAGE PASTOR, 

Who, attentively faithful in the Discharge of his important Duties, 
loves to promote and to contemplate Religion in its heartfelt 
Simplicity, native Purity, and practical Excellence, 
among his Parishioners, 

THIS POEM 
Is inscribed, with Sentiments of real Respect, 

BY THE AUTHOR. 

eta 


Festus in pratis vacat otioso 
Cum bove pagus. Hor. 


The leisure village, jocund in the fields, 
Keeps holiday, together with the steer, 
Looseu’d from toil. Imir. 


I 


i. 


Tere is a Sabbath for the man of cares ; 

Then wail not thou, whom daily toils oppress ! 
There is a resting-place for him who fares 

Upon the rugged road to happiness! 
Scorn, if ye will, ye sous of Carelessness, 

Who eat your bread with worldly Plenty’s leaven, 
This day, the poor man’s joy—your heaviness ; 

To shun its thoughtful calm, by uproar driven, 

Your ways bespeak, I ween, ill neighbourhood with 

Heaven ! 
VOL. Ill. 2F 
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II. 

Scorn, if ye will! tho’ never mote ye feel 

That scorn return’d into each thoughtless breast, 
Whene’er that Searcher of the heart shall steal 

Into its chambers, where unweeting rest 

Each virtue lulls, and Vice her painted crest 
Nods o’er the couch ; yet, if I read aright, 

That heav’nly watchman will pursue his quest 
With his lamp-burning spirit, ’till the night 
Of evil, ye have lov’d, stand trembling in jts light. 

III. 

O! could ye learn to love the simple joys, 

(Simple, but pure,) which I have chanc’d to find, 
As, wand’ring, I haye fled the city’s noise 

To quiet fields, there most to dwell inclin’d 

Among the swain-like folks, and shepherd kind : 
There hath the world’s most ancient holiday 

Oft led my footsteps ’mid their cots to wind ; 
And there the Muse, framing her rustic lay 
To oaten pipe, thus rudely did of late essay :— 


IV. 

The Sabbath’s dawn, bright peering on the skies, 

From orient hills, the gladsome peasant sees; 
Who deems it time from sleepy couch to rise, 

Wak’d by the carols in his cottage-trees ; 

And certes much his rising thoughts must please, 
That, after all his weekly hard turmoil, 

This morn will bring another day of ease; 
Bless’d day ! which Heav’n itself has freed from toil, 
And hallow’d into rest for him who delves the soil. 


V. 
Right gleeful wight! the welcome morn he hails, 
In whieh no sound of busy din he hears ; 
No echoing bara resounds the thumping flails ; 
No labouring team across the plain appears ; 
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Ne voice of early hind salutes his ears : 
Nought, save tlie bell, which from yon ivy’d tow’r 
(That scant its humble time-worn summit rears 
O’er many an elm, which does its walls embow’r) 
Bids village swains prepare to meet at sermon hour. 


VI. 

Soon all appear, in Sunday’s trim bedight, 
In seely hat, with buckle and with band ; 

The clean round frock, all dazzling, snowy white, 
And shoen, all nicely kept by careful hand 
Of thrifty dame, who well does understand, 

And mouchel loves economy in all ; 

And wonts them ever bear this strict command 

In mind, Jest foul mishap their clothes befall, 

To keep their decent plight, ne use them ill at all. 

VIL. 

The lasses too, full trimly dight, I ween, 

In straw-wove hat, with ribbons passing yay, 

In flower’d gowns and figur'’d kerchiefs clean, 
Their morning meal fordone, themselves array, 
And take, at call of bell, to church their way ; 

(Their bosoms deck’d with many a nosegay sweet;) 
With sires and dames, whose eld mote cause delay ; 

Yet, at the porch, nath’ less their pastor meet, 

Whom many a lifted hat and comely curtsie greet. 


VIII. 
Eftsoones they entrance make, with rev’rence dae, 
Befitting those in solemn worship found : 
Each takes his wonted place in oaken pew, 
And makes response, while all the walls resound. 
Then finds that text the preacher shall expound ; 
Who haply teaches each attentive breast 
How all to keep the Sabbath-Day are bound, 
And reads them how it aye was deemed best 
To make this day a day of worship and of rest, 
2p 2 
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IX. 

Ah me! that such there be, whose pride disdains 

(When these some metred psalm do use to sing) 
The artless measure of th’ unletter’d swains, 

Who, chaunting praises to th’ Eternal King, 

All’ they no fine harmonious numbers bring ; 
Nath’less, I ween, in Heaven’s impartial sight, 

Are sweet as loftiest changes art can ring ; 
Since these, thro’ Nature, undisguised quite, 
Speak with a soul devout, that weens to speak aright. 


X. 

And sooth to say, the lowly peasant finds 

In practis’d piety a covert bower 
For shelter from Neglect’s cold frequent winds, 

And from the insolence of upstart Power. 

And in the sunshine of his happiest hour, 
(Like happy hours, O! many him betide,) 

He loves to gaze upon this fadeless flower, 
E’en then more dear to him than all beside, 
And wears-it in his breast as rose that never dy’d. 


XI. 
Possess’d of this, he learns how false the fear 
Of man in him who builds on things above ; 
Heeds not the sceptic’s doubts, nor feels the sneer 
Of Infidelity his faith remove : 
Him hope shall centre in eternal love ; 
Nor shall the vapid ore Opinion’s mine 
Yields to the worldling aught of this disprove ; 
For never will that swain his peace resign 
For phantasies of vice, or Folly’s mad design. 
XII. 
Soon as the wonted time of service o'er, 
Homeward with sober step and talk they tread; 
Where the good dame, well ekill’d in housewife lore, 
Full daintily the whiten’d cloth has spread, 
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And all in order meet the table laid ; 
Where soon is pight the savoury pudding rare, 

And tempting rashers, streak’d with glowing red ; 
The which, while all the rustic household share, 
Some praise the sermon past, and all the present fare. 


XIII. 


Nor let the proudly rich, and gorgeous great, 
Despise these humble peasants’ unbought store; 
Who, tho’ they feast not in luxurious state, 
Ne taste the dainties of a foreign shore, 
Yet have enough, ne do they care for more; 
For iu their cot does fair Contentment rest, 
Who flies Intemp’rance and her wild uproar, 
To wonne within some little poor man’s nest, 
Far o’er the gold-wrought court of knightly Grandeur 
blest. 
XIV. 
How sweet to see them check the happy smile, 
That oft will o’er their honest features fly, 
When (as he ever wont) the sire awhile 
Implores a blessing on them, from on high; 
Not with a tongue which doth the heart belie : 
For oft, I wis, upon the simplest heart 
Does kind Religion, from her sacred eye, 
Beam purest rays; ne brighter can impart 
To those with learning fraught, and choicest thewes of 
art. 
XV. 
Their wholesome meal dispatch’d, and clear’d with care, 
The frothing jug is spy’d, full pleasing sight ! 
Then seated at his ease, in elbow-chair, 
The sire his smoking tube begins to light, 
With fragrant herb supply’d, tobacco hight; 
Which, when as Winter scowl’d upon the plain, 


He us’d to quaff beside his hearth so bright, 
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While rang’d around him smil’d his elfin train, 
Whose tattlings then have pleas’d, and please him yet 
again. 
XVI. 

Now (since with summer scenes the Muse begun) 

*Neath the wide elm, that shades his cottage o'er, 
Behold him plac’d, well shelter’d from the sun, 

In chair, which whilom had his father bore, 

And eke his grandsire old had us’d before : 
There welcome neighbours meet, i: chat to pass 

A social -hour,—commend their garden's store,—< 
Talk of the plough, of grain, of summer grass, 
Or who for active skill in husbandry surpass, 


XVII; 


Or heed the dame, with Bible on her knee, 
And spectacles from paper case ’y took, 
Withouten which she mote not algates see 
To read some story from that sacred book: 
As how Elijah, hid by Cherith’s brook, 
Receiv’d from ravens daily meat and bread ; 
Nor was in time of greatest drought forsook, 
When to Zarephath’s dame that prophet sped, 
And from her wasteless cruise and growing meal was 
fed. 
XVIII. 


Or how young David did Goliath slay, 

That giaunt marvellous for strength and height ; 
Who, when he list his pourtance fierce display, 

Full sorely Israel’s armies ’gan affright, 

Ne dar’d their champions prove th’ unequal fight. 
Yet was this shepherd stripling williug found, 

Nor aught adred for all that paynim’s might, 
With shepherd’s arms, a sling and stone, did wound 
And him at once o’erthrew, in that self-vaunting stound. 
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XIX, 

These and the like, inscrib’d in sacred writ, 

She culls thereout, to read them—how, of old, 
The men of God their fiercest foemen smit ; 

As of the captive Israelites we're told, 

Whom Pharoah long had pent in grievous hold ; 
Whence Moses led them out, with holy hand : 

And how the parting waters did uphold 
Their resiant waves, so they mote safely stand, 
And passen thro’ unwet, as on the driest land. 


XX. 
And how the pride of Bashan’s king they fell’d, 
And Sihon, eke, the Amoritish prince, 
And all their fone,—so Heav’n their might upheld, 
In their great deeds its puissance to evince ; 
With miracles, which caus’d the durest flints 
To gush forth waters in a limpid stream, 
And other wonders there preserved since ; 
Full many more than here it would beseem 
The Muse to write, sith there to read them best I deem. 


XXI. 
Yet may I not withouten blame forbear 
Of Judah’s glorious bridal-day to sing, 
When angel-triumphs fill’d th’ exulting air, 
What time on earth that mighty Saviour King 
Came down, and did salvation with him bring. 
This heavenly story reads th’ admiring dame, 
Her soul upborne on Love's ecstatic wing ; 
And on those faytours vile cries cursed shame, 
Who scoff’d the Son of God, and sore blasphem’d his 
name, 
XXII. 
But how indignant rise her feelings keen, 
When, on the cross our bless’d Immanuel nail’d, 
The world’s stapend’ous sacrifice was seen ! 
Death’s victim He, whom minist’ring seraphs hail’d 
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Their Prince.—Yet nought Death’s iron doors avail’d: 
He brake them, in His own eternal might, 
The adamantine rocks of Tophet scal’d, 
And soar’d aloft to Heav’n’s supremest height, 
His Father’s holy throne, and palaces of light, 


XXIII. 

But long to rest beneath this public shade, 

The youthful swain, whose bosom dwells on love, 
"Note much enjoy :—he finds his fav’rite maid, 

And wends with her to seek the breezy grove, 

Where beech-hung walks invite the feet to rove ; 
Insuring, by their silent far retreat, 

An hour apart, their mutual flame t’ improve 
With converse such as love alone can mete ; 
Ne fits it here such talk to ev’ry ear repeat. 


XXIV. 
Whether the rustic’s love be so complete 
As his on whom a higher lot is fell ; 
Tho’ education much refine the sweet, 
If more it fixes it I weet not well; 
But this I weet, and this can algates tell, 
The rustic’s humble flame is far more bright 
Than theirs, who, led by riches, buy and sell 
That goodly tie of fair connubial rite 
For sake of loveless gold, which blinds their dazed sight. 


XXV. 

For ’tis not gold can strengthen virtuous love, 

Ne is it thence can happiness acrue ; 
That noble passion soars all else above, 

Save the firm basis of allegiaunce true, 

Mammon has nought.with Cupid’s band to do; 
And ever when he does his glare display, 

Tempting the heart to thither turn its view 
From what it best should love, O! weal away ! 
I deem that wretched wight mistaketh night for day. 
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XXVI. 
Not so the guileless swain, who only loves 

His maid, because she chiefest charms his sight ; 
Content and happy whien her heart approves 

His proffer’d love; and makes return aright ; 

Nought else has she his serviee to delight, 

No rich possessions, ner a ponderous purse ; 

But, void of these, in native worth is dight, 
These, which of wedded pair oft prove the curse, 
And stir up strife, than which, ’twixt such, is nothing 

worse, 


XXVIII. 
But now is time the saucers blue to range 

Ou oaken table, and the cups beside ; 

Which tempt the sire his pungent fumes to change 

For sipping milder tea, the gossip’s pride, 
Which had whylear the rich alone supply’d ; 
Nath’more so still, for now its taste benign 

Full dearly is to village dames ally’d, 

Whe would to miss its grateful streams repine, 

Much as the Bard, if fore’d Castalia’s fount resign. 
XXVIII. 

And now Dan Pheebus han unyoked his team, 

Aud, blushing, back to Thetis ’gins descend ; 
The sniiling fields reflect his tingent beam, 

Juviting forth the lover and the friend : 

Grave matrons too, and groups of children, blend; 
While mazy feet thus lead the younker train, 

The old and stay’d apart their steps do bend, 
Looking along how fares the blooming grain— 
Bless the all-ripening sun, or augur coming rain. 

XXIX. 
Then passing homewards, as the shadows fall 

From Night’s dim curtain, and the sileat dew 
Empearls the turf with drops of moisturg small, 

They seek their cots, which soon again they view; 
VOLs Uke 2e@ 
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Just ting’d with crimson’s last decaying hue + 
Which reach’d, full many a farewell wish is made, 
And parting whisper from the lover true ; 
Who steals perchance a kiss, no whit afraid 
To give offence, or have that friendly pledge gainsaid. 


XXX. 
Then all, assembled round their homely board, 
The ev’ning’s temp’rate meal together share ; 
The Sabbath supper haply may afford 
Some greater dainty than their common fare; 
But, ever when ’tis o’er, they all prepare 
To bend their knees, in seemly order round 
Their thankful sire, who ends the day in pray’r 
To Him whose goodness thro’ that day they’ve found ; 
And begs this night, and aye, his grace may so abound. 
XXXII. 
Hail! tranquil eve of undisturbed day ! 
How pure the joys, that, floating on thy beams, 
Bid their mild radiance on the bosom play, 
Rousing the soul from Earth’s delusive dreams, 
To seek the fruitful banks of Zion’s streams ; 
There drink instruction, and imbibe the word 
Of Wisdom, such as best the mind beseems, 
O ! may the swains for ever thus accord, 
In worship to enshrine the Sabbath of the Lorp! * 
XXXII. 
Now, wishing each to each a night of rest, 
They to their humble beds at once retire, 
With peace of mind and health of body blest : 
More worth than all that pomp which some desire— 
More worth than fame, which wreathes the poet’s lyre— 
More worth than that the warrior toils to gain, 
’Mid strifeful scenes of blood, and wrathful fire— 
More worth than is with victor kings to reign — 
Is this advauncement high, which crowns the simple 
swaln, 
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XXXII. 


All who possess a diamond so rare 
Are truly rich, nor other riches need ; 
The guerdon this which Virtue has to wear, 
To mark her dignity and. lofty stead, 
E’en when discover'd clad in peasant’s weed : 
But not confin’d to humble life, I ween, 
Is this, of all her sons the happy meed; 
Some few of lordly tire with her are seen, 
Albe, mong these, full sorely misempriz’d she been. 
XXXIV. 
Now grant attendance on my lay awhile, 
Ye who the shepherds of the sheep-fold stand : 
Right fain I would that Heav’n upon you smile, 
And cause you right to lead the simple band ; 
Nor, when the salvage spoilers be at hand, 
Forsake your tender charge, like hireling base ; 
But stoutly 'gainst each bear and lion stand, 
As did that shepherd lad of Jesse’s race, 
Who Salem's royal courts with kingly praise did grace. 


XXXV. 

So mote ye teach the swains to love the Lorp, 

By shewing Wisdom in her pleasant ways, 
And how her paths do truest peace afford, 

Far other than the world’s deceitful maze, 

Gilt with false spleadour of vain, Fancy’s rays, 
So mote that heavenly light to you descend, 

Which brightens, with its soul-refreshing blaze, 
All willing minds, to you its fulness lend, 
‘Till your long toil in Heaven’s eteraal Sabbath end | 


a> 
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GLOSSARY 


TO THE PRECEDING POEM. 


TS 


All’, or albe’although, a con- 
traction 

Aligates—at any rate—by any 
means 

Adred—frightened 

Certes —certainly 

Dight—decked 

Eld—age 

Ffisoones—soon, quiekly 

Fuytour—a mean fellow 

Guerdon—reward 

Fordore—finished 

Fone—plural of foe 

Fight—called 

Mote—may, might 

Misemprized-—nndervalued 

Blouchei—much 

*Note—imay net 

Naithiess—Nevertheless 

Pight—placed, put 








Puissancemiglit, power 

Portance—countenance 

Read—tell, teach 

Salvage—wild, rude 

Stownd—season, time 

Séely—handsome 

Scani--scarcely 

Sit}—siace 

Surcease—to rest from 

Paynim-—a Heathen 

Tire—rank 

Thewesemqualifications, endow. 
nmrents 

Turmoil—labour 

Unweeting—ignorant 

Wis~kuow 

Wonne—to dwell 

Weal away '—an exclamation 

Whilom ? 

Waylear § formerly. 
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THE CHURCH'S LAMENTATION: 
A MONODY, IN TWO PARTS. 
BY BRYAN EDWARDS 


me SERB ee 


PART I.—-IL GRASSO; OR, THE RECTOR *, 


DeatH now may boast his fatal skill, 
And say, * for once I’ve-ate my fill!” 


© ! may he not too soon digest 
Th’ abundance of so' rich a feast f. 





~~ -- 


* Gideon Castelfranc, A. M. Rector of St. Andrew’s, Jamaica, 
who died in 176—~. This worthy divine was remarkably corpulent, 
and, in the science of good eating, was probably better grounded 


than Apicius of old. 


+ “Oh! may they ne’er again digest 


* The horrors of so sad a feast.” 


Prior, 
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Grim Pow’r ! a little respite take, 
And breathe awhile for Gideon’s sake, 


In vain!—shall Death his dart withdraw, 
And, sated, close his rav’nous maw ? 
As well we might have bade the priest 
Preach temp’rance at a turtle-feast ; 
Or, at Devotion’s call, retire, 
When, hot and smoaking from the fire, 
The brawn * appear’d, whose scent might win 
From Earth’s cold womb the ghost of Quin. 


Poor Gideon, with surprise aad grief, 
Beheld th’ inexorable chief, 
And cry’d, ** A Scripture-phrase to borrow, 
** Let’s eat to-day—and die—to-morrow.” 
Death grinn’d, and answer'd thas the jest— 
** Each to his trade ;” ‘then fell'd the priest. 


Heav’ns ! how the monster, swoln with pride, 
Surveys his prize from side to side ; 
Confesses that he dy’d in fuir case, 

And owns ¢ it is a noble carcase !” 

And see that paunch, whose ample rooin 
Hath buried many an hecatomb 

(Alas! how impotent the brag is), 
Serves the grim tyrant for a haggess f. 
But Castle ¢ views with deivy eyes, 

And secret dread, the sacrifice ; 

Roams to the grassy sod each Sunday, 


And cries, “ Sic transit gloria mundi !” 





* The dish so called in Jamaica is the shoulder of a wild boar. 
It is commonly stewed for twelve hours, highly spiced, and served 
up in Madeira wine. 

+-A favonrite dish in Scotland. It is said to be a kind of olio, 
immured in the paunch of a sheep. 

} The'cterk, an admirable copy of his master. 
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PART II1.—1IL MAGRO; OR, THE SEXTON *, 
WELL, we submit! Poor Felsted’s dead, 
And starves the worms he lately fed ! 
But Death was sure in sad ill will, 
His good old caterer to kill; 
And has not din’d, I’m bold to say, 
On such short commons many a day, 


The glutton priest, and pamper'd heite 
Fall justly to the tyrant’s share ; | 
While scorn or pity spares the lean : 

Ts now his appetite more keen ? 
Or, gorg’d with Gideon, is he prone 
To nrortify on skin and bone? 


Ris'n from so full a feast content, 
Some think that Death is keeping Lent ; 
And, knowing Felsted an odd fish, 
Has kil?d him for a meagre dish : 
But others scruple not to say 
That Butt + hath driv’n e’en Death away ; 
And Felsted, for which all commend him, 
Thro’ gratitude resolv’d t’ attend him; 
For Death would not look half so grim, 
Did not his shadow follow him. 


Perhaps, deceiy’d by his odd figure 
(Tvo eager to revenge with rigour), 
Aud not thro’ any wilful crime, 

He slew old Felsted for old Time. 

But, whether thro’ mistake or not 
Was cast the pious Sexton's lot— 





, 


* William Felsted, sexton aud organist. The poor. sexton pre- 


sented a singular contrast to the Reverend Rector, beipg as remark 


ebly meagre and temperate as the Divine was gross and excessive; 


+ Dr. John Marten Butt, avery amiable and tagenious physician. 
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Or whether kill’d in sport, to shew 
How truly Death a dart could throw— 
I dare pronounce his loss will fall, 
Good folks, full heavy on us all. 

Sweet music from his tuneful thumb 
Made Sorrow smile, Contention dumb ; 
Nay, once it urg’d (or Rumour lies) 

A shrouded corpse to wake and rise 
(Ye wicked wits, forbear your scoffing), 
And dance a hornpipe on the coffin, 


Nor here was Felsted’s praise confin’d— 
His very face improv’d mankind ; 
Instructive sat’rist on vain glory, 

Whose look proclaim’d memento mori. 


Alas! the living lesson’s o’er ; 

That tuneful thumb shall beat no more. 
Yet not unwept shall Felsted die— 
Tears trickling from his only eye, 
Woolhead * shall print thine elegy. 

The theme will please thy meagre ghost ; 
Nor shall the grave his vict’ry boast, 

jut, grateful to thy last remains, 

Shall, with fond care and pious pains, 
Keep uncorrupted ev'ry done : 

All flesh must perish—thou hadst none. 





LLEWELLIN’S GRAVE. 
—<ge— 
Wnuy kneel’st thou, frantic child? why bathe with tears 
‘Che sod unbless’d, that hides a wretch’s bones ? 
W hy brav’st thou midday scorn and midnight fears, 
To move with trembling hands dishon’ring stones ? 








* A very facetious one-eyed printer 
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Unpity'’d and unseen thy sorrow falls, 
Unheard thy mournfal cries compassion crave, 
In vain thy bleeding heart with anguish calls 
An absent father from Llewellin’s grave. 


Desponding ’neath the woes of worldly strife, 
With frantic rage he spurn’d th’ afflictive rod ; 
Rais’d his rebellious arm against his life, 
And dar’d the wrath of * an offended God.” 
Deluded maniac ! o’er thy hapless head 
No blazon’d banners of ambition wave ; 
No solemn dirge deplores the mighty dead, 
Nor trophy’d honours deck Llewellin’s grave. 


No kinsman follow’d thy neglected dust ; 
No funereal rites for guilt implore ; 
But hired ruffians, zealous of their trust, 
With furious zeal thy mangled body tore. 
To mourn thy death no pitying heart expands ; 
No faithful friend a kind memorial gave ; 
But earth and stones were cast by guilty hands, 
To mark with ingimy Llewellin’s grave. 


Ah! who can tell, when stern misfortunes low’r, 
What paupers feel, what wretches undergo ; 
Appal’d by penury, oppress’d by pow’r, 
Betray’d by all, save misery and wo : 
And shall Derision taunt with scornful air, 
Should these the pangs of death untimely brave ? 
O! let us rather tremble at despair, 
And mourn its victim o’er Llewellin’s grave. 


Haply that good Samaritan, who shed 
The beams of bounteous Mercy from on high, 
Shall heal with sov’reign balm bis bruised head, 
And probe his sorrews with eternal joy: 
And when the hosts of Heav’n their transports raise, 
When sin shall cease, and death no more enslave, 
Haply some kindred saint, to join their praise, 
Shall rise with rapture from Llewellin’s grave. 
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ON PRESENTING A TICKET FOR THE CARD 
ASSEMBLY TO A LADY. 


tan eae 


Like chemists who distil with ease 
From noxious herbs a healing pow’r, 

Whose skill relieves the fell disease 
With virtues of some deadly flow’r; 


So from this ticket, which invites 
To do, alas! what's best undone, 
A moral lay the Bard endites 
For those to even read, who run, 


When, at its call, induc’d to stray 
From social fire, at ev’ning still; 

When workbag, netting, all give way 
To sov’reign whist, or lov’d quadrille. 


If whist presides, then, Lady, know, 
(Nor scorn to hear the least of bards,) 
Life’s chequer’d scene, now high, now low, 
Is but at best a game of cards. 


And when, at three score years and ten, 
The hand is up—the game is o’er— 

He will be thought the best of men, 
Whom Virtue taught to mark the score. 


But if quadrille, to chase the gloom, 
Hold forth its matadores to view ; 
Or, “* to do more,”’ O! ne’er presume, 

Or ** ask,” when ruin must ensue. 


Learn to attain, ’mid Life’s wide waste, 
By middle course, the destin’d goal ; 
So shalt thou never fear a baste, 
Nor covet a sans prendre vole, 


North Walsham. IC. 
VOL, IIt, 2R 
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BARTHOLOMEW FAIR. 
BY M. K. 
TT 
An! whence is the cry, the complaint of the day, 

That Vice holds the sceptre, and mortals obey ? 
Cease, rigid observers, the age to decry, 
Nor took on its merits with prejudic’d eye. 
If Folly advances, each cynical Don 
(Resolv’d to condemn) puts his spectacles on : 
But if Virtue approaches, (unjust and unkind !) 
Ye the goddess neglect, to her excellence’ blind. 

Old croakers, I scorn ye, I boldly engage 

To prove that we live in a beanty-ful age. 

Examine the book-shops; each fondly aspires 

(From Leadenhall«street up to Bridge-street, Black- 
friers ; 

The labour how grateful, how gainful, how kind) 

To fill with new beauties the innocent mind. 

Young mien and young ladies, what may they not learn 
From the Beauties of Kotzebue, Beauties of Sterne ? 
Nay, some will e’en ransack, fresh beauties to glean, 
Old pages, tho” ever so dull or obscene ; 

And, thinking of beauties, we can’t'have too many 
Print beauties of writers who never had any. 


With authors like these shall a poet compare, 
Who offers the beauties of Bartlemy Fair ? 
O Muse! gentle Muse, deign to visit me’ here, 
And beauties infuse in nty pint of small beer! 
Tho’ humble the bev’ rage, give heed to my, ptay’rs, 
And visit my chamber up four pair of stairs: 
If I publish my poem, and gain by the sale, 
I'll fill to thee, Muse! a cool tankard of ale. 


Ye kitchen-maids, chambermaids, cookmaids, draw 
pear; 
Ye ladies’ maids, laundry-maids, housemaids, give ear 5 
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Ye ’prentices, dress’d in your holiday clothes ; 
Ye journeymen tailors, ye milliners’ beaux ; 
Gay Bartlemy Fair'is the subject before us— 
I'll give the deseription—you join in the chorus. 
Chorus.—How charming, how social, delightful, and 
rare ; 
How eweet are the pleasures of Bartlemy 
Fair. 


The day of all days is by Londoners reckon’d, 
For boisterous pleasure—September the second : 
When I breathe the fresh air, as my practise is daily, 
From my window, at number eleven, Old Bailey ; 
On that happy morn, while I open my casement, 
I’m fill’'d with delight, with surprise, and amazement, 
A splendid procession, a grand cavalcade, 
Makes Giltspur-street glitter in pompous parade ; 
Loud shoutings proclaim ’tis the Sheriffs and Mayor, 
Come to drink a cool tankard at Bartlemy Pair. 


Hark! fiddlers and trumpeters, pipers and tabors, 
‘Amusing the crowd, and alarming the neighbours : 
On one side a chimney-sweep grinding an organ, 
On t’other a portrait of short Lady Morgan; 

Next booth see a damsel play tricks on a wire, 
While clowns swallow tow, and then vomit up fire ; 
Here pudding and sausages, oysters and beer; 
What pressing, what crowding, to taste of the cheer. 


Ah, Fawcett! ah, Manden! ah, Mathews! ah, Dowton! 
The palm yield to Richardson, Saunders, and Scawton: 
They promise to play, aye, and play them genteelly, 
The play of Pizarro, the farce of Tekeli, 

(Ye theatres royal, ne’er boast of your pow’r,) 
And all to be acted three times in an hour! 
The play being done, fresh amusement we gain— 
Away to the dealers in legerdemain ; 

TRL 
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For surely such conjuring never was known, as 
At Gyngell and Flint’s, and the conjurer, Jonas’ ! 


We now pass away to the opposite side :-— 
«« My masters, my. mistresses, who'll up and ride? 
‘* No motion so gentle, no exercise found, 
** Like that you enjoy ina merry-go-round!” 
Then round by the booths, as we swagcer away, 
We're stopp’d by the crowd, and engage in a fray ; 
However unwilling, we join in a battle, 
And lose a good coat by a twopenny rattle; 
Keep moving, my hearties! huzza! never stop, _ 
And finish the night at the twelyepenny hop. | _ 


But what does he gain who'sach places attends ? 
What lose ?—why his character, money, and friends ; 
Away then,-ye fools ! from these haunts keep away, 
And rational Joy’s invitation obey ; 

na walk, or a book, or the converse of friends, 
Where pleasure with profit its intercourse blends. 
Ye crowd of deluded poor mortals, beware ; 
Ah! shun the contagion of Bartlemy Fair. 


ee 








AN INVITATION TO. A ‘GAME OF CHEss, 
a 
Segst thou not the tall-castle that rises sublime 
On the brow of yon oak-crowned hill ? 
The vast walls still defy the approaches of Time, 
Creeping ivy doth o'er the huge battlements climb, 
Ambitious the arches to fill. 


Fair Lady ! with me to yon castle repair ; 
Thou shalt feast in the great chequer’d hall, 
Where the guests, in gay crowds, strive to banish dull! 
Care, 
With the high-flowing goblet, and sumptuous fare, 
And profusion shall wait at thy call, 
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For the King, and the Queen, ‘and a notable'shew" 
Of attendants, shall thither be found :— 

And seest thou yon figure advancing ‘so slow ? 

’Tis the Knight, wher ne'er fled at the sight of the “rd 
And exults in the shrill trum pet’s sound, 


There the King and the Queen shall in majesty move, 
’Midst the rest of the gay festive throng : 

Even prelates, who oft for prefermént have strove, 

And Knights, the fam’d champions of damsels and love, 
All unite in the dance and’ the song. 


See beyond the blue mountains the last tints of day ; 
See thé shades of the'ev’ning advance : 

Hark ! the voice of the Bard, ’tis the sound of his lay; 

Then’ wilt thou, fair Lady! with me haste away ? 


Let thy footsteps be seen’in the dance, 
W. P. B. 


i 


THE ANSWER. 


To the ivy-crown'd castle on yonder proud ‘height, 
Whose streamers are wavitig in air ; 

To that pastime thy elegant-lays now invite, 

That can soothe all our woes, and our senses delight, 
With thee, gentle youth, I'll repair. 


But hast thou well ponder’d the magical ball, 
So fabled in legends of old, 

That a Circean genius inhabits the hall, 

Whose chequer’d enchantments the senses inthrall 
Of her vot'ries, tho” never so bold ? 


The gay throng assembled, the music invites 
To the dance, or the sweet roundelay ; 
When, strange to behold ! by her mystical rites, 
Kings, Queens, and their courtiers, e’en Prelates with 
Knights, 
Are all chang’d into battle array. 
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Now martial the music, loud, rending the air, 
Then strange to the wondering sight, 

That each warrior in haste to his post will repair, 

The Knights thro’ their vizors defiance will glare, 
And all shall prepare for the fight. 


Then wilt:thou bethink thee? advent’rous, QO! say, 
That if in fair combat we meet ; 
And thy Knight now so boasted should then lose the 
day, 
Say wilt thou not shrink, and behold with dismay, 
When the champion is seen to retreat ? 


If resolv’d, and a battle for thee has its charms, 

And the trial such pleasure will yield ; 
When thy colours shall fly, and thy drum beat alarms, 
United in friendship, tho’ adverse in arms, 

Ere twilight we'll enter the field. 








LINES, 


WRITTEN UNDER THE PLOTURE OF A BEAUTIFUL LADY, 
PAINTED BY Miss SUSAN ———. 
EC 
Waar fond emotions in each bosom rise 

When lovely Sue the magic pencil tries ! 

To each perfection, lo! her hand aspires, 

While ev’ry youth this bright essay admires. 

The eye, the smile, in short, the perfect whole, 

Engage our wonder, and surprise the soul ; 

Yet tho’ we here the fire of Raphael trace, 

The air of Guido, and a Titian’s grace; 

And magic Faney heightens ev'ry charm, 

Each eye to rivet, aid each breast to warm ; 

Still Nature triumphs o’er the works of Art— 

This charms the eye, but Sue ensures the heart. 
xX. Y. 
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HYMNS. 


a 


FOR A TIME OF GRIEF AND CALAMITY. 


Two’ life’s tempestuous billows roll, 
And vex the foaming sea ; 

Tho’ forked lightnings fire the pole 
In awful majesty ; 


Tho’ friends prove false, unfaithful Love, 
And foes ulone are nigh ; 

Yet will I trust in Gop above, 
And on his aid rely. 


When racking pains and griefs molest, 
And restless cares annoy, 
Gop’s holy Word shall ease my ‘breast, 
And sorrow turn to joy ;— 
For Jesus Curist my soul shall save 
From sin, and death, and hell ; 
A pris’ner ransom’d from the grave, 
Near his bright throne to dwell. 
eee 
FOR A PERSON TROUBLED IN MIND, 
O, Lams of Gop! whose blood was shed 
To save man’s guilty race, 
Pour down thy blessings round my bed, 
And send thy healing grace. 
My spirits fail,—-my ‘heart is weak,— 
Assuage my troubled mind ; 
Thy mercy, Curis, with tears I seek— 
Let me thy mercy find. 


Empow’r my.tansom’d soul to fly, 
And reach’ thy biess’d abode ; 
There join the heav’nly choir.on high, 
My Savieurnand my Gop! 
Surfleet, Samvugt Exspats, 
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EDITORI ISTIUS LIBELLI, CUI TITULUS EST, “ POET. 


CAL MAGAZINE.” 


II 
Hic murus abeneus esto, 
Nil conscire sibi nulla pallescere culpa.—Hon. 


aa 


AD GEORGIUM REGEM. 


Quem vocant Divi, varios tuentes 
Pectorum motus, hominem celebrem ? 
Cuique stellantis tribuenda larga 

Preemia cei? 


Quisque vocali cithara canendus ? 

Cuique nunc alas decet explicare 

Stridulas famam ; volitantem et ethra, 
Gentibus ejus 


Ultimis nomen cito ferre gratum ? 
Posteris nomen venerandum in evis! 
Quisque divino celebrandus usque 
Carmine Musis ? 


Isne, qui turmis populos subegit, 
Belliger ductor, varios treme ndis ? 
Qui tenet Seras ditione et Indos, 
Ac metuendos 


Hostibus Parthos? (prope seu_lacessant 
Fervido pugnas gladio cruentas ; 
Seu procul versi fugiant, acuta et 

Spicala mittant.) 


Talis Augustus, dominans in oris 
Gentium extremis; ubicunque Phebus 


Occidat ponto, populosve surgens 
Lumine lustret. 
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Dulcibus cuncti modulis honores 
Concinunt ejus, faciuntque Divis 
Viribus parem, regere atque sceptro 


Cuncta valentem. 


Sed canunt nulli Ciceronis atras 
Impiis mortem manibus, diserti : 
Barbarum quando properabat iste 

Cesar amici 


Funus abjectis generosus etsi 
Seculi illius celebratus usque ; 
Musa sed solam speciem fidelis 
Despicit equi. 


Te vocant Georgi, decis O! superbum 
Anglie, semper patrieque custos ; 
O! Jove magno pietatem ob altam 

Semper amate ! 


Corsicus fristra populos ad arma 
Incitat, firma ut tua sceptra franget, 
Russiz : fristra fremit ore aperto 
Arma juventus., 


Cura Jehove maneas benigni ; 
Hostium sint et gladii retusi ; 
Neve te tollat vitiis iniquum 
Ocyor aura. 


Det tibi semper meritas perennis 
Fama lauros, et debitos honores ; 
Teque venturis memerent in evis 
Nostra propago. 


VOL. Ill, 
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THE ORPHAN. 
Supposed to be written at M idnight, near the Tomb of a Parent. 
—_— 


Hatt ! honour’d monument of one ¢o dear, 
The sad memorial of an Orphan’s woes ; 
At this lone hour to drop the sacred tear 
Is the last joy that mild Affection knows, 


Green grows the turf by thy lamented grave; 
Let not th’ unhallow’d nightshade’s lurid bloom, 
Fraught with malignant dews, its branches wave, 
Or wake the solemn silence of the tomb. 


Nor here the screaming owl’s discordant note, 
Whose envious eye avoids day’s searching light ; 

No shrill complaints from his ill-omen’d throat, 
While rules in rayless majesty the night, 


Let not the spoiler’s sacrilegious hand 
Deface the records of thy honour’d name ; 

Yet let the deeds of former days command 
The well-earn’d meed of transitory fame. 


Dim thro’ the deep obscure of years long past, 
Youth’s halcyon joys, a visionary train, 
O’er my sad mind the healing balsam cast 
Of softly-soothing melancholy pain. 


Ye shades so dear, ah! whither now your boast ? 
Fain would my mind to early scenes return ; 
And, still recalling joys for ever lost, 
Pay the last tribute to th’ unconscious urn. 


Ye groves, where once my happy childhood stray’d ; 
Where once I joy’d to waste the truant hour; 

Ah! then gay Peace, in snow-white vest array’d, 

Lur'd me with smiles, and woo’d me to her bow’r. 
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Ah! fleeting visions of remember’d bliss, 

How dear each vestige to my anguish’d mind! 
How fondly hag’ ring, at an hour Iike this, 

The weary spirit broods o’er woes refin'd. 


Why with new tremours burns my throbbing breast ? 
Why, phrensy’d, courts th’ embraces of Despair ? 
In the cold grave my pious griefs shall rest ; 
No mental wound, alas! can rankle there, 


And thou, lorn pilgrim in this vale of wo, 

Here end your cares, here rest your aching head ; 
Learn to despise the bitterest ills below, 

For life eternal must awake the dead. 


Far hence the sordid mind’s inglorious joys, 
Which stoops to Pleasure’s enervating chains ; 

The weary’d sense insidious Luxury cloys, 
Disease torments, and Scorn derides their pains. 


Their torpid soul knows not the bliss of tears, 
Knows not in pensive solitude to roam ; 

Yet still your gloomy shades my mird reveres, 
Still paints in darken’d hues the joys of home. 


Hail, dear remembrancer of times no more! 
Of years loug past, and never to return ! 

The feeling heart your mem’ry will deplore 
While yet a pris’ner in Life’s drear sojourn, 


The sailor, shipwreck’d on an unknown shore, 
With tearful eye surveys the desert scene ; 

Regrets his home, while black’ning tem pests roar, 
And anxious thinks on times which once had been, 


While black Despair and frantic Grief his mind 
Infuriate agitate with ceaseless toil, 
Condemn’d to wander, never more to find 
Th’ expected pleasures of ‘his native soil. 
252 


~ ~ 
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E’en so the mind, with melancholy drear, 
Views with regret the past, the present care ; 
With tearful smiles remembers ** such things were ;” 
O visionary bliss ! and light as air. 
Ah! whither shall I turn my mournful sight ? 
The pleasures of the past I still regret ; 
The present scene affords me no delight ; 
The cloud-veil’d future who shall penetrate ? 


But shall not Peace, the guardian of thy birth, 
With honey’d accents lull thy cares to rest ? 
Shall she not teach that man, ‘proud man, is earth, 
And calm the feverish tumults of thy breast ? 
Yes, mourner! yes ; ’tis impious to delay ; 
To that high Pow’r fall prostrate in the dust. 
The radiant ark of Faith, with brighter ray, 
Shall gild thy soul; O! be that ark thy trust. 


That ark, sole surety of our future hope, 
When, on the last dread day, like ‘* parching scrolls,” 
(O, awful prelude of impending doom !) 
** The shriv’lling atmosphere together rolls.” 
Father of blessings! grant my sole desire, 
Far from the world’s enslaving joys to fly ; 
From vice and folly humbly to retire, 


And hail my hopes safe anchor’d in the sky. 
G.I. §. 








A MADEMOISELLE PAULINE B——S, AVEC 
DES FLEURS. 


ERNE 
Ces fleurs qui d’un brillant éclat, 
Charment les yeux, et l’odorat, 
De votre beauté sont l'image: 
Leur regne ne dure qu’un jour, 
Le votre durera toujours 
De la vertu c’est l’appanage. 


A.E.S. T. V. 





Ipswich. 





































POETICAL MAGAZINE, 


LINES TO A YOUNG LADY, 


WITH AN EDITION OF “ GISBORNE’S DUTIES OF THE 


FEMALE SEx.” 


= eM 


Emma, the fairest of the fair, 
The sex’s grace and pride ; 
Bedeck’d with many a beauty rare, 
To many a charm ally’d! 


O, fairest ’mid the town-bred throng ! 
Permit thy faithful friend 

To greet thee in poetic song, 
While list’ning Loves attend. 


O! may thine eyes with kindness beam 
When they this trifle view ; 

A gift which I most sacred deem 
To friendship, and to you. 


Each useful precept you may find 
In Gisborne’s learned page ; 

Be taught to contemplate mankind, 
And life thro’ ev’ry stage. 


Herein each damsel may perceive 
What dang’rous rocks to shun; 
Jn life’s strong current they deceive, 

Where thousands are undone, 


May you, my Emma, ever be 
Far, far remov'd from those, 

The sons of Pride and Infamy, 
Fair Virtue’s deadly foes, 


Each blessing on your steps attend, 
Sweet flow’rs your path adorn ; 
May you be deem’d, by ev'ry friend, 

A rose without a thorn ! 
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THE PROPHECY OF NEREUS. 
ae 

As thro’ the waves the shepherd bore 
The Jove-born Queen to [lium’s shore, 
Old Nereus, from the azure tide 
Uprising, bade the winds subside, 
And in prophetic strains declares 
The doom which angry Fate prepares :— 
Jil-omen’d youth !\to Hium’s tow’rs 
Her whom confed’rate Grecia’s pow’rs 
In arms shall seek, your short-liv’d joy 
And Priam’s empire to destroy, 
In your Idean bark you bear, 
And from her spouse perfidious tear. 
Ab! see, by this ungovern’d lust, 
The Dardan heroes roll in dust; 
The shining spear, the zegis’ blaze, 
Minerva ’gainst thy Troy displays ; 
In anger mounts the splendid car, 
And rushes furious to the war. 
In vain, to Cytherea dear, 
Tn golden ringlets flows thy hair; 
In vain the list’ning nymphs admire 
The wanton warblings of thy lyre; 
The Grecian darts will still prevail, 
And ev’n thy nuptial couch assail, 
Ajax still flying to destroy 
The trembling sons of routed Troy, 
At length, tho’ late, shall come the hour, 
When, yielding to the Sisters’ pow’r, 
Those beauteous tresses, drench’d in gore, 
Shall roll along the blood-stain’d shore. 
See’st not Ulysses’ threat’ ning fate, 
And Nestor, arm’d ’gainst Ilium’s state ? 
Salaminian Teucer’s spear, 
The boldest Dardan heroes fear? 
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Aud Sthenelus, well skill’d to fight, 

Or guide the whirling car aright ? 
Merion, too, to Asia’s lords 

Shall teach the pow’r of Cretan swords ; 
Tydides fierce, by vengeance led, 

Shall pour his fury on thy head, 

Rush thro’ the deep o’erwhelming flood, 
Impatient for thy guilty blood; 

Thou (as the panting trembling hind, 
Who views the hungry wolf behind, 
And, reckless of the grassy mead, 
Scours o’er the plain with phrensy'd speed), 
Unmindful of thy promis’d might, 
Shalt rush in terror from the fight. 
What tho’ Achilles’ anger may 

Avert awhile the fatal day, 

At length, ill-omen'd youth! tho’ late 
Obedient to the will of Fate, 

Wrapp’d in Achaic flames shall fall 
Proud [lium and her heav’n-built wall; 
And thus to Greece for ages lie 

A monument of victory. 


Aut Bee. 














SONG. 


EI 


How gaily once the hours flew 

Ere grief my tender heart beguil’d; 
No anxious pang this bosom knew, 

And ev'ry passing moment smil’d, 
Blithe sang the linnet all day long ; 

I caroll’d forth my simple ditty ; 
Like him too tun’d an artless song, 


And thought alone of lovely Kitty. 
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Awhile the fascinating fair 

With ev’ry winning glance deceiv'd : 
She fondly chas’d each rising care ; 

She flatter’d, smil’d, and I believ’d: 
I left all other charms beside, 

The giddy scenes of town and city; 
My bosom’s wonted peace deny’d, 

I sigh’d alone for lovely Kitty. 
Thus ev'ry hour my passion grew ; 

But soon, ah! soon, the fickle maid, 
To bless a happier lover flew, 

And all my fondest hopes betray’d ! 
And now within this moss-grown cell, 

Depriv'’d, alas! of hope and pity, 
My breaking heart shall bid farewell 

To Happiness, to Love, and Kitty, 








SALISBURIENSIS. 
SONNET, 
TO THE EVENING STAR. 
= REI 


Pate star of Ev’ning, as my pensive eye, 
Dimm’d with the gush of Adoration’s tear, 
Soars thro’ yon azure canopy of sky 
To the bright confines of thy crystal sphere, 
What soothing transports steal upon my breast! 
For, as | contemplate thy glimm’ring ray, 
Some kindred spirit from thy heav’n of rest 
Seems shrouded there, and beckons me away. 
Oh! could 1, verging to my last long home, 
Far from each sick’ning scene of sorrow fly, 
And, quitting earth for Heav’n, with thee become 
The happy tenant of yon cloudless sky,— 
My soul, emerging from this mortal shrine, 
Might then, perhaps, enjoy serenity like thine. 
L. H. Covs. 
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EPILOGUE 


To 2 Play, the Production of a Lady, performed by a select Party 


of Friends, in the Country. 
BY THOMAS VAUGHAN, Esa. 


a 


How say you, Critics? ere this house you leave, 
Is our fair Author worthy a reprieve ? 
Or, could you wish stern rigour to enforce, 
And by your art bring forward a divorce ? 
The trembling culprit waits but your commands, 
And humbly bids me take the shew of hands ; 
Which I, with your permission, will presume 
To take—then venture to pronounce her doom, 


(UPPER GALLERY.) 


You, members of the Upper House, I move 
(Who never fail to clap what you approve), : 
How say you? will you vote us all your love? 

Or are your minds in doubt and judgment lost, 
Whether the faults or beauties are the most ? 

If so, a rule from Horace Pll apply, 

Which none, I think, with candour can deny ; 

His words, if I mistake him not, are these ;— 

Hard is the fate of those who write to please ; 

Yet feel the lash severe, and Critic’s spur, 

When human Nature is so prone to err. 

But why anticipate this ill, you'll say, 

When by our plaudits we’ve approv’d the play ? 

I kiss the rod, and would have harnt my rhymes, 
Had it not been the custom of the times. 

Yet epilogues I’ve known, with humour writ, 

To have their force, and cheék the cy nic wit; 

But you want no such check,, we know it well— 
You censure or applaud us as you feel: 

VOL, Ill. QT 
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Yet let not this be thought a censure cast 

On you (the Pit) who grace the Lower House of taste; 
Who, thro’ the eye of Science, view at once 

The Bard of merit from the witless dunce: 

Then say, need I divide you, or make known 

Her piece has pass’d this candid House—nem. con. 





ee ————E—E—EE 





AN ADDRESS 


PRESENTED TO MY FATHER ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 
SEPTEMBER 1, 1810. 


a 


Since last thy natal morning’s smile 
Awoke my song for thee, my sire, 
The seasons we have seen awhile 
In course return, in course retire ; 
For then ’twas Autumn’s lively reign, 
Whose countless tints adorn’d the plain, 
The hills, and vales, and forest-trees ; 
And softly blew the western breeze : 
The blithe September just was born ; 
Oh! never blush’d a sweeter morn : 
But soon the hoary Winter frown’d, 
And flung his chilling frosts around, 
Spreading with desolating hand 
A dreary aspect o’er the land. 
At length the tyrant, fore’d to yield, 
To “ gentle Spring” resign’d the field ; 
With verdare smil’d the scene anew, 
And Summer next arose to view, 
Restor’d its sweet and genial air, 
And deck’d with flow’rs the gay parterre, 
But now, in splendid dress array’d, 
Fair Autumn is again display’d ; 
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Thus, while the seasons swiftly flee, 
New pleasures each affords to me ; 
Yet all the various joys they bring 
From thee, my best of parents, spring ! 
Oh then, my Muse! in joyous mood; 
Attune my lyre to gratitude, 

And give the pow’r to filial love 

Its warmth of feeling now to prove. 
Whether I view. his early cares 
Attendant on my infant years; 
Whether I view those cares for me 
‘Extended to maturity ; 

In all life’s stages still I find 

A father’s heart, a father’s mind, 
Who has the happy skill to blend 
The tender parent with the friend ; 
And ever thro’ my life has been 

My comfort’s source in ev'ry scene: 
And, could I all his kindness tell, 
My verse would into volumes swell ; 
But still inadequate would be 

To represent his love for me, 

If I a hundred tongues possesst, 

If hearts as many warm’d my breast, 
These still to feel his worth were few, 
Those ne’er could speak how great his dues 


O then, my parent! tho’ I ne’er can name 
All the rewards thy genuine worth may claim— 
Tho’ I thy kindnesses can ne’er repay, 

Yet will I supplicate, from day to day, 

That Heav’n, attentive to my humble pray’r, 
May ever make thee its peculiar care; 

Give thee its choicest gifts, and all the throng 
Of heartfelt joys that to: the good belong; 
Make thy declining eve of life serene, 

And crown with lasting bliss thy earthly scene ! ! 
272 
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And when life’s ebbing tide shall cease to run, 
And sever'd is thé thread thy fate had spun, 
May’st thou the sweet rewafds of vittue prove, 
And angels waft thee to the téalms above. 
And O, kind Heav’n! ‘to nit thy grace impart; 
Let love and duty ever warm my heart ; 
A grateful son, oh! ever lét the be, 
And fill my breast with filial piety: 
And thou, my Musé! my votive lay inspire, 
Each year to celebrate this day, and praise ty géen’rous 
sire. 
Cc. 5S. B. 


arte “ py eer 


ODE—TO CHILDHOOD. 


EE a 








CatLpHoop! happiest stage of life, 
Free from care, and free from strife 3 
Free from Mem’ry’s ruthless reign, 
Fraught with seenes of former pain ; 
Free from Fancy’s cruel skill, 
Fabricating future ill ; 

How thy long-lést hours I mourn, 
Gone, but never to return ! 
Pleas’d to toss the circling ball, 
Caught rebounding from the wall ; 
Pleas’d the mimic slip to guide 
Down the kennel’s narrow tide; 
Pleas’d the hoop’s revolving pace 
Thro’ the winding street to trace ; 
Oh, what joys} they once were mine, 
Cii!dhood } matchless gift of thine. 
How thy long-lost hours 1 mourn, 
Vanish’d, never to return! 


North Walsham. Amicus. 
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BRITAIN’S,. JUBILEE: 
AN ODE, 


In Honour of out venerable and beloved Sovereign cdnipleting the 
Fiftieth Year of & Reig consecrated t6 Piety abd Virtue. 
eee 

The monarch, friend, aud father of his people— 
* @ & £ * # *€£ * #8 &@ * *@ 
Whose halow’d name the Virtues saint, 


And hit own Muses love-the best of Kings! 
THOMSON. 
ee, Se 


From fields of light the orb of day 
Urges again his bright career ; 
And hails with pleasurée-beaming tay 
The hour when George’s sov’reign sway 
Completes in peace his fiftieth year, 
For this shall unfeign’d praise be giveh,— 
On seraph pinions tise to Heaven ; 
Praise from a people briive and free, 
Who greet their country’s Jubilee! 
And whilst ull thosé in Britain born 
With transport hail this welcome morn, 
Across the iste loud paeans ring 
To George, our parent and our King! 
Then, a8 the loyal Minstrel’s song 
His tributary strains prolong, 
Unfeign’d Affection shall inspire 
With rapture’s notes the votive lyre,— 
Awake to joy its patriotic lays, 
And spread dfar imperial George’s praise? 


Preserv'd by deav’a, his throne shall stand, 
The’ hostile darts around are hurl'd; 

And prove Britannia’s-envy’d lands: 

Engirt with Albion’s dauntless band, 

The bulwark of a suff’ring world! 
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And tho’ third Henry’s valiant name ’ 
Lives in th’ immortal rolls of fame ; 

Tho’ peerless Edward’s conqu’ring sway 

With vict’ry mark’d his glorious day ; 

Yet our lov’d Sov’reign’s parent reign 

Yields not to these the plaudit strain ; 

Yields not to feudal scenes of blood » 

Whose people hail him—‘‘ George the good !”’ 
Whose sons, where’er the ocean laves, 

In thander rules the trackless waves ! 

For him their gleaming falchions wield, 

Their hearts his throne !—their breasts his shield! — 


Whose first great act made equal justice free,— 
Whose mild benignant reign claims Britain’s Jubilee! 


Tho’ heay’n-born Peace, with halcyon smile, 
Refuse to bless our native shore, 
From Maida’s heights to fruitful Nile 
The chieftains of our sea-girt isle. _ 
Have fought, have triumph’d, as of yore. 
That spirit which disdain’d to.yield 
On Poictier’s plains and Cressy’s field, 
Which nerv’d each hero in the fight 
To guard his country’s dearest right, 
Which bade our Raleigh’s laurels bloom, 
Yet gleams o’er Nelson’s hallow’d tomb,— 
Still glows in ev’ry panting breast, 
Beams on the warrior’s lion crest,— 
Proves Britons warlike, firm, and bold, 
Brave as our mail-clad sires of old; 
And, where the tocsin sounds from far 
The martial clang of ruthless war, 


Their red-cross banners fearless ‘ flout the sky,” 


Resolv’d to conquer, or prepar'd to die ! 
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While George’s regal graces beam 
With mildest splendour, all their own ; 
Borne on Time’s ever-gliding stream, 
More radiant still his virtues gleam, 
And brighter lustre gilds his throne! 
Descending down the vale of years, 
An angel’s voice shall calm his fears ; 
Bid ey’ry earth-born passion cease, 
His closing hours subside in peace ; 
Disperse old age’s wint’ry gloom, 
And smooth his passage to the tomb. 
But, oh! may Heay’n, with guardian care, 
Yet long our valu’d Monarch spare ; 
Yet long avert that awful hour, 
When life’s pale foe shall close his pow’r; 
When borne te Henry’s hallow’d shrine, 
His relics rest ’mid forms divine ; 
His spirit pure, from earth’s dark prison free, 
Shall soar to Heav’n’s eternal Jubilee ! 


- 
























Oct. 25, 1810. TRAFALGARIUs, 








COUPLETS A MA JEUNE AMIE. 


I 


— 


Our tout passe comme un songe, 
Les jeux, les ris, les plaisirs! 
C’est image d’un mensonge, 
Trop prompt a s’évanouir 
Et le Temps, qui tout dévore, 
Ce vieillard, sans 's’attendrir, 
Des beaux jours, qu'il fait éciorre 
Détruit jusqu’au, souvenir, 
Sans respecter la Constance 
Et de nos ceeurs le serment, 
De nos amours il .avance 
Le terme trop affligeant 
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Le bonheur est comme un songe 
Dont le charme nous séduit 
Mais dont le flatteur mensonge 
A notre reveil s’en fuit. 
La Nature bonne et sage, 
Par une acte d’equité, 
Te répartit en partage 
Esprit graces et beauté 
Orne du Tems, le passage; 
Ne pouvant Jé retenir, 
Les sentimens du bel age 
“Ont seuls drort del’ embellir. 
Cnuev. xr B——. 








RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO HER WHO WILL BEST 
UNDERSTAND IT. 


EE 


Anp do I then gaze on those features again, 
Whose beauties such balm to my bosow impart ? 
Their Hebe-like sweetness has banish’d my pain, 
And sooth’d the sad bodings that prey’¢,on my heart. 
Tho’ ofttimes a stranger to Hope’s cheering ray ; 
Tho’ doow’d in the tortures of absence to languish ; 
These few fleeting moments, the’ gliding away, 
Have kindly repaid me for ages of anguish. 
Yes, yes, lovely seraph} thy inneceot smuale, 
W hich the Graces bave eberish'd with exquisite care, 
Was certainly given each gnef to beguile, 
And chase the dark ahadows.of doubt and despair. 
Once more, ere we part, let ‘me gaze on thy charms; 
And, tho’ tears start toakeluge the mownnful endeavour, 
In idea thou oft wilt-be clasp’d omy. acms, 
And thy image, fair Eaama!! bedearer than ever. 
(} O@AMISBURIENSIS. 
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THE CARTER AND THE GIPSIES : 
A TALE. 


~ 


Some people seem such cronies of the Fates, 
And bless’d with such prognosticating pates, 
As if (so deadly civil) Time should say, 
** Pray Gentlemen and Ladies, walk this way : 
«+ Leave all dull mortals and the world below ye, 
«© And view the wonders I have got to shew ye; 
‘«¢ Stor’d in my warehouse are the fates of all men— 
‘* Kings, beggars, Jews, ureat, little, short, and tall 
men,” 
Thus then, becoming dabsters at predictions, 
From Wondegs eggs they hatch their idle fictions. 


Prognostjcators are not always wise; 
Fate sometimes claps a blinker on their eyes, 
And sometimes leaves these gentry in the lurch, 
As did the wag the apple-weach in church, 
Who on a Sunday—-but that story’s stale, 
And not by half so novel as nay tale. ° 


As Joe was one day riding in his cart, 
Some frightful object made his horses start ; 
Avd.in a moment, ere he look’d around, 
Th’ unlucky wight lay sprawling on the ground. 
No bones were broke ; and he (not much delighted) 
Got up to see at what his nags were frighted. 


Some Gipsies seated on the grass he saw, 
Who, at high meal, were squatting tog te toe ; 
But, at the noise, from eating eeas’d each maw, 
And all eyes.turn'd to view the prostrate Joc. 


Sure such a set:the waggoner surrounded ! 
Some half a score of Negro-lookingfaces, 

Whose diffrent attitudes, with diff ‘rent graces, 
Our honest Jehu very much astounded. 

VOL, IV. 2U 
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An old Cassandra of this dingy clan, 
Tn mumbling accents, first address’d the man ; 
She ask’d if Joe his fortune would be told 
(She being in the planets deeply read); 
How soon his pockets would be fill’d with gold 
(Which now, alas! were empty as his head) ; 
Who, of the girls he romp’d with at the fair, 
Should join his fate, and make the happy pair; 
And only wish’d, for this display of art, 
A ride for self and Co. in Joey’s cart. 


With open’d jaws, and genuine bumpkin looks, 

Th’ astonish’d carter bellow’d out, ** Adzooks ! 
‘¢ That surely be a2 main uncommon gift; 

«* Yes; if ye’ll tell ne who’s to be my wifg 

‘«« (A thing I do much want to know,) odslife ! 
s* Ye ev'ry one, by Gum, shall have a lift ;” 

Thinking, perhaps, he was in wondrous luck, 

To carry prophets in his car of muck. 


The bargain struck, our Joe produc’d his fist, 
And to the Gipsy shew’d the greasy palin ; 
Which thick’ning dirt had cover’d, like a mist, 

And almost bade defiance to the charm. 
But this the fortune-teller minded not ; 

For carter’s fortune she could understand 

As well without as she could with his hand, 
And from a broomstick would have drawn his lot. 
Then, when her stock of musty lies was out, 
Much to the pleasure of our wond’ring lout, 
Per Joe’s agreement they prepar’d to ride, 
And to the dung-cart in procession hy’d ; 
Then, mounting, onward merrily they joge’d, 
And briskly chatter’d, while the carter flogg’d. 


Ere on their journey they had travell’d long, 
A sudden thought came ‘cross this son of thong :— 
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* If to these volk my fortune be well known, 

«¢ They sartinly as well voresee their own : 

“ Mayhap in this, tho’, they may be mistaken ; 

« I'll put ’em to their shifts to save their bacon. - 
«‘ They ma’nt be quite so clever as I tho’t ’em; 

«* But that I'll zee when fo the pond I’ve bro’t em.” 


The cart by this time near a pond arrives, 
Wherein, slap-dash, our gentle carter drives, 
Under pretence to let his horses drink, 

But somewhat otherwise I’m apt to think ; 

For, while engag’d in earnest conversation, 

Sly rogue! without the smallest hesitation 

{To oust ’em from a birth so very snug), 

Forth from the shafts he slipp’d the wooden plug: 
Up turn’d the cart, and ev’ry son and daughter 
Were tumbled from their sittings in the water. 

Zooks ! what a kicking, bawling, flouncing, splashing; 
Some slipping this way, and some that way dashing ; 
Some on the mud lay very softly sprawling, 

Others ten thousand imprecations bawling ; 

Amongst them all they rais’d such blust’rous clatter, 
As made each gentle frog and toad 
Quit in a hurry his abede, 

To find out what the dickens was the matter : 

Nor spar’d the waggoner his gibes and jeers, 

While the sous’d prophets stood and shook their ears. 

«« Ha! ha!” quoth he, “ I now do plainly zee 

4s Ye know no more ’bout what's to come than we ; 

*« | think, my measters, ye had no idea,— 

‘‘ No,—that I warrant ye,—uno sort of fear 

*¢ That I should set ye down in such-like places, 

‘¢ To wash in this here pond your filthy faces : 

‘« Fore ye pretend men’s fortunes vor to tell, 

“ First know your own; and so, my vriends, farewell. 

J.C, 
2u2 
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TO CHEERFULNESS, 
ee 


To thee, sweet maid! serenely mild— 
To thee, fair Nature’s sportive child— 
Sweet Cheerfulness! in humble lays, 

] tune my reed to sing thy praise! 
Where’er my roving steps I bend, 

Do thou, blithe nymph, my path attend ; 
And choose for mé that fair retreat, 
Which thdu hast made thy blissfal seat ;— 
With thee and Health, (thrice happy band 1} 
Content shall join us hand in hand; 
And, as togethér oft we stray, 

With fresh-cull’d roses strew the way ; 
Such as fair Nature’s hands bestow, 

And with luxuriant beauty blow ; 

While zephyrs waft the fragrant scent 
To the bress’U home of sivéet. Content: 
There Mirth without restraint resides, 
And o’et eth happy hour presides : 
Tho’ small aiy hut, and coarse thy fare, 
Still all is bless’d if thow ‘att there ; 
Such pleasures will atteind thy fate, 

I'll envy not the ‘pompous great, 

Who ofily seek for Wealth and fare, 
And only know thee as a hate. 


Then let ‘me fly the giddy court, 
And to the cheerful groves resort ; 
And, as I thove ifi verdant bow’rs, 
Be thon ‘companion of my hours: 
Mid beauteous nytrphs and happy swaina, 
In peaceful woéds, 'o’er fertite plas ; 
Where mown tains with the sunbeams glow, 
nd limpid streams meand'ring flow ; 
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‘There ruddy Health shall blithe advance, 
And teadl me to the mazy dance : 
Thou, Cheerfulness, in.simple vest 
Of innocence, so sweetly drest, 

Shalt sprightly tune the sportive lay, 
And with thy presence crown the day. 
When early breaks the roseate morn, 
What glowing tints thy cheeks adorn! 
Thy garb bespangled o’er withdew, 
Thy eves of Heaven’s ethereal blue! 
So fair thy form, so blithe thy mien, 
Great goddess of the sylvan scene! 


If cares disturb the tranquil hour, 
How sure thy aid, how, soft thy pow’rs 
How sweet the solace you impart, 
When sorrow wounds the feeling heart ! 
Without, thee all is chill,and drear; 
But Nature smiles shouldst thouappear: 
November's glooin we. scarce perceive, 
If thou but cheer the winter’s eve. 
When frosts and chilling winds congeal, 
And snows the mountain-tops. conceal ; 
When wildly; blows.the piercing, blast, 
And Heav'n’s, bright.azure storms.o’ercast.; 
When lightuing’s vivid flashes. glare, 
Or thunders dire convulee, the air,— 
Thy presence shall my bosom warm, 
And shield me from the pelting stor. 
Then deign with me to be a guest, 
And ev’ry season shall be blest ; 
If such the happiness you bring, 
Twill change dull Winter's reign to- Spring. 
-lustin-Friars, 


B, B. 
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The 


‘*¢ Zounds !”’ cry’d he, ** when L creep to bed at night, 
** I find no rest, my labour to requite, 


«* And then by day am I most barely fed ; 
** I bite my nails by times, and scratch my head ; 
* 1] think I’ve almost made a hole in’t. 
« The cash, with which I ought to dine, 
*< ] waste in paper—blot out ev’ry line ; 
“« My fate would sure the stoutest heart discourage - 
*¢ And, the’ for rliymes I groan and strain, 
“ The cash Fearn will scarcely gain 
* Salt to my porridge, 
«< Have I not oft, in frantic flights, 
*¢ Soar’d to such vast imperial heights ! 


«* Flown to the moon, and rode upon it, 
“* In ode, in elegy, and sonnet § 

*< In spite of Bedlam and strait waistcoats ?”” 
Thus mourn’d the Poet, with his heart quite fall, 
When, lo! a thought sublime popp’d in his skull ; 

He takes his pen, and writes it down, 

Fir'd with delight—when, lo! another 
Came on the shoulders of its brother, 

Worth more to him—than half a crown, 

And next a simile succeeds ; 
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THE POET AND THE BOOKSELLER: 
A TALE. 
eee meme 


A nunGRY Poet oft had pray’d 
The Muses him with poesy t’ inspire; 
He begg’d Apollo to produce his lyre, 
But Phebus and the Muses gave no aid. 


Tir'd with thinking as 1 toss and roll in’t: 


(For these F really think my best cuts ;) 


Bard his verse with rapture reads, 
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And thanks the Muses for their kind support ; 
And, like a modern Bard, designs 
To spin a thought to fifty lines; 

So you may think the poem was’n’t short. 

He now repents, as he was much too hard on 
Apollo and the Muses—so beys pardon. 
Straight to a Bookseller he goes, 

Offers the poem ;—begs-he’ll read it ;— 

“ Also lay down sow’ cash, for "faith I need it.” 
The Bookseller, with spectacles on nose, ” 
And phiz sedate, turns o’er a leaf ;—~ 
“ ‘Hum,—QOde to Joy, and one to Grief, 

** A Sonnet on my Love for Thyrsis.” 

The author cries, * Upon my soul, 
“ Indeed, good Sir, I wish you'd tip the cole, 

« As I’m in want of cash, so low my purse is.” 
«* Aye, that may be, but I ne’er take the chance, 
«© To pay for any doggrel, per advance ; 

** And this is not the best, I fear. 

“ Call in three days, at any rate ; 
«* You then shall know your poem’s fate.” 
Three days elaps’d ;—again he hies 

To him he lately wish’d at Davy’s locker ; 
Impatience blazing at his eyes, 

He rapp’d so hard—he almost broke the knocker. 
This pass’d unheard ; in high poetic airs, 

He rapp’d again, so loud and strong, 

That rous’d sweet Polly from her pray’rs. 
She opes the door—the Poet swears— 
And wonders how the bussy dares 

To make him stay so long. 

Poor Polly, thinking by his look 

That*he was none of the inspired train, 
Declar’d such insult she would never brook, 
And for the future he might kneck in vain, 
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The Bookseller appears, to end dispute, 
And Polly and the Poet beth were mute. 
** Sir,” cries the Bard, ’twixt hope and fear, 
With rev’rend bow, and cringing leer, 
« T hope you find my poem answer ;— 
‘For, by my stomach’s inward croaking, 
** It will not relish longer joking ; 

** No, hang me if it will, or can, Sir.” 
The Printer then, with look sedate, 
Pronouuc’d the hapless Poet's fate :— 

** My friend, I’ve read your poem with attention, 
«Tis not correct, — 
** A great defect ! 
‘** The nouns are in the wrong declension, 
** Observe the verbs, — 
** As thick as herbs, 
** All active, where they should be neuter : 
** Your verses, how they limp and stammer; 
‘* Sure, by this specimen of grammar, 
The bellman must have been your tutor : 
But still I’ve labour’d all I can, 
And swore ’twas written by a learned man : 
Indeed, I'd nearly lost my credit,— 
«* Which lost, a man is better dead, 
“* For ev'ry individual who read it 
‘© Declar’d the author had an ass’s head. 
“ Determin’d to get something, I did pop 


‘ 


« 


. 


- 


. 


‘ 


. 


- 


Into each little chandler’s shop ; 
** | said a verse like this would ever live: 
** The people swore they would’ nt give 
‘* A single piece of bacon, or a mop. 
‘ Tir’d with such usage, such gress meanness, 
“«* My patience I could scarce retain ; 
When, thinking on your povérty and leanness, 
“* Out of compassion I essay’d agaiti, 


6é 
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«© Te an old. woman with a softer heart 
«* I did: your doleful tale relate ; 
‘¢ She pity’d much your miserable fate, 
And said she would some charity impart.” 
** Yes,” cry’d the wither’d hag, * I know him,— 
*« Pll buy the paper—never mind the poem.” 
To her I sold it, (you may bless the chance,) 
‘* And, for your sake began to scrape her ; 
“ Here is a sixpence; she would not advance 

** Another ; no, not even for the paper.” 

G—z D—n—t. 


- 
” 


wn 





——— 





LINES, 


Occasioned by the Princess Mary’s affectionate Attendance on her 
Sister, during the Jubilee. 


EE 


Some thoughtless beings wander thro’ the world, 
And catch from ev’ry gale a fleeting bliss, 
Who ne’er their wanton sails of joy unfurl’d, 
To snatch the soul from Sorrow’s dread abyss. 


Romantic Fancy leads their laughing hours, 
And reigns supreme amid her votive throng ; 

With ever-vary’d sweets adorns her how’rs, 
Aud Hope delusive charms with syren song. 


But Apathy with sullen step retires, 

Where cold Indifference is wont to dwell ;. 
Far from Life's social joys and gay desires, 

She seeks the lone retreat, the murky cell;— 


And selfish views succeed the world’s vain glare ; 
Unheard the hoarse wind howls, or tempests groan:— 

With dark distrust she hears the orphan’s pray’r,— 
The tale of wo, or Sickness’ plaintive moan, 
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No gratitude, she deems, expands the breast ; 
Man is no more the grateful child of Heaven ; 

But, barren as the stubborn rock, unblest, 
Bestows no thanks for all that God has given. 


But thou, fair offspring of a virtuous King! 

Britannia’s gentle boast, her pride, her care ! 
Of sympathetic feelings would I sing, 

And thou the bright effulgent source declare ! 
Not even he, as ancient tales relate, 

Who proffer’d life a valu’d friend to save,— 
The noble Damon *, eminently great, 

The tender friend, heroically brave ;— 


Not even he should more delight the heart, 
Nor wake fond Admiration’s pleasing strain, 

Than thou who couldst from Rapture’s height depart, 
To linger by the couch of restless Pain ! 


E’ea tho’ a nation’s joys thy presence court ; 
Tho’ glad Invention urg’d her utmost skill ; 
Tho’ captives freed with heartfelt pleasure sport, 
And Charity’s warm heart reliev’d each ill ;— 


Thou still with ardour bent the pious knee, 
While filial Love with meek-ey’d Pity strove; 

And soften’d Joy, with tend’rest sympathy, 
Wafted thy pray’rs in seraph-hymns above. 


While gen’rous feeling glow’d thro’ ev’ry vein, 
And conscious Virtue beam'd from either eye, 
Thy gentle hosom turn’d to soften pain, 
Like Mercy’s self, irradiate from on high. 
Long shall thy bright example warm the breast, 
Teach stern Misanthropy th’ approving smile, 
And thoughtless Pleasure’s giddy course arrest, 
To succour Want, or Wo’s sad tears beguile. 





* Vide the Story of Damon and Pythies. 
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Well pleas’d shall Mem’ry hail the glorious day 
That mark’d a pious Sov’reign’s lasting reign ; 

His daughter’s yen’rous heart shall truth display, 
And tune to softest notes the melting strain. 


Oh, may thy hours, bless’d maid! serenely glide, 
From cruel care and lurking sorrow free ! 

May brilliant joys and saint-like Virtue guide 
Thy future path to bright felicity ! 


May ev'ry comfort on thy life await,— 
Fond admiration cheer thy gentle heart, — 
And friendship pure thy bliss participate, 
And to life’s joys its lively zest impart ! 


May Heav’n eternal blessings show’r ! 
That, when low lies thy mortal frame, 

Thy gentle soul shall hail the awful hour, 
And angels pure the parting spirit claim. 


Then, far upborne above this lower sphere, 
Thy soul shall be with holy bliss replete; 
Surpassing all that man’s fond hope holds dear, 
Thy God and Saviour’s sacred presence meet, 
AZELI. 
= So 


SONNET. 


A 








Fortune! how vain thy flatt’riug voice, 
And all thy gilded smiles, to me ; 

My heart, tho’ poor, can still rejoice, — 
Yet never be allur’d by thee. 


Boast thou of radiant pomp and shew, 
And all the glare of golden pride; 

Thou canst not stop the tear of wo, 
Swell’d by affection’s flowing tide. 

2x2 
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Thou canst not heal the wounded breast, 
O’erwhelm’d with sorrow’s racking pains; 
Go then, Deceit, aud ne’er molest 
My mean, but friendly, cot again ! 


That heavenly bliss alone I long to find, 
Which soothes the sorrow and contents the mind. 


Horatio, 











THE ORIGIN OF FLATTERY. 
EE 
WHEN mortals, deaf to Virtue’s voice, 
Forsook her sober sway, 
With one consent, to fix their choice, 
They nam’d a certain day, 


In place of Virtue they design’d 
To serve a gentler Queen, — 
One to their faults and vices blind, 
Of more complacent mien. 
The day arriv’d,—the judges plac’d,— 
The candidates advance; 
The crown, which Virtue’s brow had grac’d, 
Hung pendent on a lance, 


Envy stepp'd foremost from the crowd ; 
Her claims were few, if any ; 

Her votaries, applauding loud, 
Declar’d that she had many. 

Folly advane’d, with careless mien; 
She said that mirth and ease 

Were requisites to grace their Queen, 
And therefore she should please. 

The judges now, with loud acclaim, 
Declare their choiee is made ; 

And, calling Folly by her name, 

Their due submission paid. 
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When, lo! ‘amid the motley crowd, 
A female Sylph appears ; 

The mob, at her advancing, bow’d, 
And crouch’d their glitt’rmg spears, 


Her form was winning,—on her hand 
A mirror hung suspeaded,— 

And, smiling, she with accents bland, 
To win them condescended. 


She said she was’ with courtiers bred ; 
‘But, during Virtue’s reign, 

Had, with her sister Falseliood, fled, 
And now return’d again. 


Then, lifting high the mayic glass, 
The mob with wonder staring, 
To see in beauty some surpass, 
‘Who late ad’ faults'so glaring,— 


The nymph triumphant seiz’d the crows, 
: Each wishing good*befall her, 
From prircely lord to'lowly clown; 
And men now Platt’ry calli her. 


With silken bands she since has reign’d, 
Her yigilance ne’er slumbers ; 

Falsehood and Folly she bas gain’d, 
And daily adds fresh numbers. 


So fascinating are her parts, 
Men see her and desire her; 

To Flatt’ry yield their witling’ hearts, 

And cease not to admire_her. 
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ON A LATE DETERMINATION *. 
BY SCUDAMORE WINDE, ESQ. 


eI 

WHEN upstart tyrants-claim illegal sway, 
His country’s stabb’d by him who dares obey : 
To him no friend shall e’er a smile afford, 
The wretch is mark’d a B***y or 2 F***d. 
But he, who, anxious in his country’s cause, 
Ejects all power not founded on her laws,— 
Who eyes the fancy’d lordlings with disdain, 
Laughs at their frown, and spurns their cobweb,chain,— 
Fair Freedom for her fav’ rite son shall own, 
Shall teach the bar to. plead for him alone, 
And raise a Pratt beneath the torrid zone ! 


EER 


ANSWERED, 
IN THE JAMAICA GAZETTE, JAN. 3. 1767. 
BY B. EDWARDS. 

Wuen sordid wretches dare their crimes ayow, 
And harden’d guilt appears with dauatless brow ; 
When fraud and felony with. perj’ry join, 

To claim protection from fair F reedom’s shrine ; 

When D***g**s, G**h***m, made one common cause 
To rob their country, and defy her laws ; 

When venal lawyers, dead to sense and shame, 

Defend those crimes that Truth must blush to name; 
’Tis then a Ford and Bayly should appear 

The delegates of pow’r, unaw’d by fear, 

To bring dark villany te day’s broad eye, 

And drag the wretch to endless infamy. 





* On the suspension of J.C. 8. Douglas from the office of Cel- 
lector, he was committed to prison by the Goveraor and Council, 
and released by the Chief Justice. Though his conduct was in- 
famous, his commitment was illegal. It was on his discharge that 
these lines were published, goth December, 1766. 
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EPITAPH ON A FAVOURITE POINTER. 


ER 
Strancer! no tablet here pours forth 


A tribute to imagin’d worth; 
Here lies, beneath this simple stone, 
Virtues on earth but little known; 
Youth’s fire with Age’s caution join’d, 
Courage with steadiness combin’d : 
Keen sense his fellows far above, 
A constancy no pow’r could move, 
Stranger ! if more thou would’st inquire, 
What was his name, or who his sire, 
Blush when inform’d this marble weeps 
A dog, not man,—here Basto sleeps, 
North Walsham. J.C. 





IMPROMPTU. 


—— 
Tue slender shrub, with many roses crown’'d, 


By wanton hands when piecemeal torn away, 
Acutely feels each heart-afflicting wound, 

And gentle Nature mourns the quick decay. 
Thus too with him, whose dearest fondest friends 

With quick succession wither in their bloom,— 
Death after death the feeling bosom rends, 

Till poignant sorrow finds an early tomb. 











K. Y. N. E. 
ON A LADY’S RESOLUTION AGAINST 
MATRIMONY. 
RTE ie 


I cannot, Madam, but congratulate 
Your resolution for a single state ; 
Ladies that would live undisturb’d and free 
Must never put on Hymen’s livery ; 
Altho’ its outside seem to promise fair, 
Yet underneath is nothing else but care ; 
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This io wives’ careful faces.yon may spell, 

Tho’ they dissemble their misfortunes well, 

If once you let the gerdian knot be ty’d, 

It turns the name of virgin into bride; 

That one fond act your life’s best scene foregoes, 
And leads you toa labyrinth of woes. 

Those strange meanders you may search about, 
But never find a clue to lead you out: 

A single life affords the most content,— 

Secure and happy, as nifost innocent ; 

Your sleep unbroken by domestic cares, 

No squalling children to disturb your pray’rs; 
Ne blust’ring husband to renew your fears, 
Nor parting sorrows to extort your tears. 
Therefore, dear Madam, let a friend. advise, — 
[ove and its idle deity despise ; 

Suppress wild Nature, if it should rebel— 
There’s no such thing as leading apes in hell. 














TO SENSIBILITY. 
ee ee 

Sweet Sensibility! enchanting maid! 

From whose bless’d influence pure genius flows, 
Deign but to lend a youthful suitor aid, 

And all his hopes in thee shall find repose :— 
Teach him, with unremitting zeal, to look 

Thro’ Nature's charms with philosophic eyes; 
Teach him Misfortune’s keenest taunts to brook, 

Lest pale-fac’d Wanto’ertake him by surprise :— 


Ob, teach him, when wild Folly spreads her net 
To catch the sons of ignominious shame, 
To shun her all-alluring steps; nor let 
Her precepts e’er debase a father’s name. 
Sweet Sensibility! ’tis ail I ask, 
In Virtue’s name, to grant no lesser task. 


W., T*y** nz. 
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TASTE :—A POEM. 


a 

T9 know what best in ev’ry art can please; 
To charm with humour, elegance, and ease ; 
To view with judgment how great authors writ, 
And feel the weight of sense, the lush of wit ; 
To rouse with courage, or to droop with fear, 
When touch’d with Music is the tuneful ear; 
In her soft notes the lover's grief to view, 
And change our passions, as she changes too; 
In ev'ry art see ev’ry beauty plac’d— 
Is surely insight, and the gift of Taste. 
Taste ! be the subject of my youthful strain, 
Whose origin at random thus I feign :— 
Once on a day the gods, supremely blest, 
Themselves amus’d with frolic, mirth, and jest; 
When festive Gladness crown’d the nectar’d bow!, 
And Vulcan (oftentimes a jovial soul) 
To please the gods, and vivify the feast, 
Was not asham’d in blund’ring out a jest 
To Jove himself, whose all-foreseeing eye, 
Takes in at single view both earth and sky : 
These words, in ham’rous accents, gaily spoke, 
By way of hinting his request in joke :— 
** You know, great sire, what evils from my skill 
*¢ Tfave vex’d mankind with all the bane of ill; 
‘* How Envy, Hate, Diseases, and old Age, 


“* Maintain a run of long-contending rage ; 


** How these, and many more, with rankling strife, 
Have bitter’d o’er the sweets of mortal life. 


In this Pandora well may witness be, 


‘ 


se 


* Form’d by these hands so gen’rous and so free,— 


‘ Form’d. but to gratify thy mighty will; 
** Ah! how could Jove and Vulcan act so ill ? 
‘** Then cease to frown, and kindly make amends,— 
‘** Let Heav’n and Earth once more be equal friends. 
VOL, ITI, 2¥ 
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‘© In all the life of magic art display’d, 

«« Suppose I form, of fairest mould, a maid : 

“ Breathe Jove the spul; but ev’ry grace divine, 

*« The shape, the look, the workmanship, be mine,” 
He said, aud Jove consented with a nod— 

Th’ expressive hint, the meaning of the god, 


Now Vulcan, pleas’d, each carving-tool prepares, 
To sculp the beauty of his skilful cares ; 
With nicest judgment views each o'er and o'er, 
And rummages at large his working store; 
With strictest caution singles out and tries 
Which best the front may suit, and which the eyes ; 
And which may serve with skilful hand to grace 
Each living feature of a heav'nly face, 
Thus Vulcan singled out, and set apart, 
The fam’d utensils of his mimic art ; 
Each in its place and each in order laid,— 
At once the artist and the god display’d : 
By due degrees, and persevering skill, 
The maid was form’d, was moulded to the will; 
Her shape with justest symmetry was grac’d, 
And just the tap’rnog-.of her slender waist ; 
In careless ringlets hung her seulptur'd hair ; \ 
Her limbs proportion’d; like the lily, fair; 
Her looks, her graceful charms, with art combin'd, 
To please the eye and fascinate the mind. 
Yet, great as Vulcan, and in skill so blest, 
More could he not,—’twas Jove to give the rest: 
Tho’ found so fair, one charm was left behind,— 
The charm transcendent of the godlike mind: 
But this belong’d to heav’nly care above, 
The compact and the gift of sov’reign Jove. 
Our artist then, this mighty boon to gain, 
The fair transported to th’ ethereal plain, 
Where gods and goddesses, divinely bright, 
Kclips’d the glances of the spangled night. 
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All view’d the fair, admiring as they gaz'd, 

And, as they look’d, yet more they grew amaz’d. 
Venus herself, who e’er-in beauty shove 

(For none before was equal to her own), 

With envy touch'd, her jealousy betray'd, 
Outrivall’d by the artificial maid ; 

Abash'd, surpris’d, disgrac’d, her head cast down, 
And all her charms o’erclouded by a frown: 
Dimm'd was the splendour of her heay’nly face; 
Her beauty beaming but in second place. 


Now Jove, his sacred promise to fulfil, 
And gratify impatient Vulcan’s will, 
With soy’reign breath throughout her beauteous 
frame 
Rais’d the quick sense of Animation’s flame ; 
Which, working to th’ effect, without control, 
Soon kindled up the feelings of a soul: 
Thro’ ev’ry vein her blood she felt to flow, 
And on her cheek the rose appear’d to glow: 
Her beauteons charms she view’d, yet thought them 
strange, 
Not knowing what might mean the mighty change : 
She view’d again, and, pleasingly deceiv’d, 
She thought them far too fair to be believ'd : 
Thus by surprise she study’d to disown 
Those very charms that were by gift her own. 
Just soa child, of sweet endearing grace, 
That sees in lonking-glass its smiling face, 
Beholds a something pleasing to the view, 
And, taken with the sight, must kiss it too; 
Tho’ what it sees be yet the infant same, 
It little knows from whence the picture came. 
Just so the maid, as little might she tell, 
That such bright beatties in her person dwell, 
Till, by degrees, the fair-one’s op’ning eyes 
Beam’d life and sense, and scatter’d the ‘surprise = 
2x2 
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She smii’d, and, with a self-eadearing love, 
Confess’d the work of Vuican and of Jove. 

Each Pow’r ethereal gaz’d with placid eye, 
And joy{ul shoutings welcom’d her the sky: 

All Heav’n itself seem’d pleasingly inspir’d, 

And rapt’rously beheld the fair admir’d. 
Th’ immortals now their various presents give, 
And will’d her equal with themselves to live. 
First Judgment came, with solemn rev’ rend tread ; 
His aged looks bespoke a pleasing dread ; 

With lib’ral hand intending to dispense 
The godlike feelings of majestic Sense : 
He gaz’d and wonder’d at the winning fair, 
Whose charms engag’d the efforts of his care ; 
All he possess’d he on the fair bestow’d, 
Nor thought the present more than what-he ow’d ; 
He taught her wit with judgment to unite, 

And view each object in its proper light ; 

To rest decision on grave Wisdom’s force, 

And, ’mid extremes, to steer the middle course. 
Next follow’d Hermes, airy, smart, and young, 
Flippant his jests, and eloquent his tongue ; 

He gave her Wit’s supremely dazzling ray, 

As best companion of a gloomy day. 

Mirth too, bright goddess! pleasure in her face, 
Bestow'd sweet Gaiety’s enliv’ning grace ; 

Yet shew’d her best to wear the modest wile, 
The tempting look, or sweet becoming smile ; 
Shew’d her when best a tedious hour to pass, 
But bid beware the flatt’ry of the glass. 

The Graces taught her like themselves to please, 
To rule in converse, elegance, and ease ; 

Of complaisance bestow’d the easy dress, 

And moderniz’d her with da politesse; 

Bade her each charm to Modesty confide, 
And never triumph but in decent pride ; 
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Adorn’d her with a delicacy chaste ; 
And—giving her a name—they call’d her Taste. 
Thus, grac’d with all accomplishments, she reigns 
The brightest goddess of th’ ethereal plains ; 
Her ev’ry care is favours to bestow 
On those who aim at elegance below : 
Tis she instructs our taking belles to please 
With modest freedom, and becoming ease ; 
Tis she can add a lustre to each grace, 
Not centring beauty in a pretty face ; 
‘To ev’ry charm so gen’rously inclin’d, 
She gives new graces to the dawning mind; 
But if so lively that their charms bepeak 
A dazzling eye, fair neck, or blushing cheek, 
She in her store these wondrous gifts surveys, 
Willing to please in all her various ways ; 
And—whisp’ring kindness in the fair-one’s ear— 
Be gay, she cries, but Modesty revere,— 
That safest guardian of each female grace, 
Aud fairest beauty of the fairest face, 
The kindled blush outvies the rose’s taint,— 
’Tis best of colour, for ’tis Nature’s paint, 
If Chloe’s us’d her beauties to declare ; 
By all her charms informs us she is fair, 
If ’tis by these her sex she'd fain surpass, 
Trusting too far that flatt’ring thing, her glass ; 
The guardiau ‘iaste amid ber fancy steals, 
Herself unconscious what the change she feels ; 
Yet something seems her giidy thoughts to tell, 
In Art’s delusions beauty caiunot dwell: 
*Tis not the paint that takes the judging eye; 
But ’tis in Nature’s paint the roses he. 
Relate, O Muse ! with honesty and truth, 
What gifts adorn the most a well-bred youth. 
Happy the man, whose wishes are inclin’d 
To court the goddess Taste to grace hig mind ; 
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To him she deigns het ev’ry charm to lend,— 
Of elegance the patroness and friend ; 

The pleasing gift of manners are his guide, 
Genteel and gay without an aim to pride : 
Prompt ever to engage the virtuous mind, 

By caution ever decently inclin’d, 

His modest lips would never dare to speak 

One word offensive to the female cheek ; 

But, fearful of indelicacy’s shame, 

He ever keeps himself the virtuous same. 

Soft is his nature, his conception clear, 

To others’ grief and pleasure doubly dear ; 
Proud the affections of each friend to gain, 

By giving pleasure, or by soothing pain. 

Just so the morn puts on her mantle gray, 

To usher in a melancholy day ; 

Or, if to-seem more elegantly bright, 

She varies dress, and dons her red or white; 
E’en so the youth of taste, and passions meek, 
Displays both joy and pity on his cheek ; 

Joy when he strives in gentleness to please, 
With wit and sweet simplicity of ease; 

But pity when affording soft relief 

To Melancholy’s brow, or heavy Grief. 

Well can he too each soft sensation shew, 

And feel in sympathy another’s wo. 

Train’d up by Taste, insipid thoughts we leave, 
Weaim at judgment, and true wit conceive ; 
Kind is her wil} to grant her favours free, 

To those who woo her with humility. 

Thrice happy they who with such charms are blest,— 
To them the goddess shews herself confest ; 
Nourish’d by att, devoted to the truth, 

She charms in age, and gladdens us in youth,— 
Feels Nature’s touch, disrelishes in sense 
Affected meanings, and in wit offence. 
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Some, their ideas inelegant and rude, 
By choice mistake the goddess for a prude ; 
Attempt her elegance by means of pride, 
And by conceit would gaia her for a guide : 
But ne’er will she, in ev’ry grace retin’d, 
Sit easy on a coarse and rustic mind ; 
No more than darkness suits the synny light, 
Or glossy jet assimilates with white. 
Soft be his nature, his ideas clear, 
Who seeks to win her favours, truly dear. 
Just as the trees, when gay in vernal shoot, 
First bud, then blossom, ere they brieg forth fruit; - 
Just so the mind, with sprightly faney grac’d, | 
Must blossom first to ripen into taste. 
Some with their learning are supremely dull,— - 
All is confusion when the head’s too full ; 
Unskill’d to please in conversation gay, 
Qiute cloudy is to them a sunny day. 
Not so the youth, when Taste, sweet beauteous maid ! 
Has in his soul her loyely self portray’d ; 
In him true wit ard learning shall produce 
Their proper merit, and their proper use,— 
The social freedom, and the graceful ease 
Of pleasing by a willingness to please ; 
For what is learning but a luckless fate, 
Unless it leads us to the truly great ? 
Dull is the mind, tho’ learned, if not grac’d 
And polish’d by the fairy hand of Taste, 
Just so the di’mond, in some costly mine, 
With all its wealth and riches cannot shine, 
Till, polish’d by some hand, the hidden prize 
With sun-bright lustre flashes in our eyes. 
What pleasures greet not his all-polish’d mind, 
To ev'ry beauty, ev’ry art, inclin’d! 
He in a Rubens, or a fam’d Vandyck, 
Can see that merit which we all must like ; 
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Views in a landscape how wild Nature lives, 

In all the touches that the pencil! gives ; 

Sees in the painter’s art, and fancy’d whim, 

Those striking beauties that seem touch’d for him. 

Now, as from hints a method sure we find, 

To read the inward secrets of the mind; 

So he with present penetration fraught 

Can see in ev'ry stroke a meaning thought; 

And tell you why to please the eye was plac’d 

Yon cot—the honour of its master’s taste ; 

Nay more, by judging thus, would seem to say 

The painter’s skill had ne’er in rural way 

Attempted beauties on the landscape green, 

Unless ’twere thought those beauties would be seen. 
Why brisk is Music at the midnight dance ? 

Why gladdens in each face the magic trance ? 

Why cheer the haatboys? why the flutes condole ? 

For him they sound, and catch his feeling soul ; 

For him the concert in sweet tumult rings, 

And swiftest fingers wake the silent strings! 

He, tho’ th’ enchanting noise in wildness floats, 

Distinguishes from rough the softer notes ; 

Or, if in mournful strains it loves to moan, 

Can then indulge the sorrows as his own. 

Why, as it soars, feels he th’ inspiring heat? 

Why musically play his dancing feet? 

Such is the syren that his soul decoys 

To all the pleasures of enraptur’d joys ; 

To him her voice, so musically strange, 

Can at command his various passions change ; 

Molest his ease with starts of pleasing fear, 

And wake his eye to gladness or a tear. 

Thus, if from melancholy notes, and slow, 

She draws the portrait of Distress and Wo, 

He too, in looks, shall shew the piteous care, 

And feel the mournful sorrow pining there ; 
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Such too his joys whose nature soft is grac’d, 
More tun’d to music by the goddess Taste ; 
The fairest beauty of the blissful sphere, 
To ev’ry nicer art and pleasure dear ; 

To polish’d minds all willing to dispense 
Each softest passion, ev’ry tender sense. 
The charms of Nature, and the gifts of Art, 
Without her blessings little bliss impart ; 
The wood, the mountain, and the valley green, 
Thro’ other optics dismally are seen ; 
Without her impulse and sensation bright, 


Dull is the day, and dim the stars of night. 
P. W. 








ON THE JUBILEE. 


ieteeiee decent 


Fatr orb of day, with heav’nly splendour bright, 
Chase from yon crystal arch the shades of night; 
Let brasen trumpets pour a shrill-ton’d voice, 


To hail the day that bids our hearts rejoice. 


Let thund’ring cannons roar with loud acclaim, 
Till ev’ry shore re-echo George’s name ; 
At that lov’d name innum’rous shouts arise, 
And joyful clamours pierce the vaulted skies. 


Twice five-and-twenty years their course have run 
Since o’er our hearts his gracious reign begun ; 
Beneath his sacred sway and mild command, 
Freedom and plenty crown Britannia’s land. 


Her hardy offspring till her peaceful shore, 

While round her coast the hostile thunders roar; 

No fairer virgins thro’ the world are found, 

Than the sweet nymphs who grace our native ground, 
VOL, IIE 22 
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Our merchguts are like priaces ; ev'ry sea 
Watts the rich freight of British industry : 
No hearts so gen’rous other lands can shew, 
To melt with charity, with valour glow. 


Shrouded in storms the fiend of Discord low’rs, 
And deluges the world with bloody show’rs ; 
From land to land she drives her iron car— 

Her fell atteadants Pestilence and War. 


The murd’rous Corsican, with furious mind, 
To death or bondage dooms all human kind ; 
Where’ er his sanguinary hordes advance, 

By force or fraud subdu’d, all bow to France. 


Britons alone, triumphant in the field, 
On land and ocean make the tyrant yield ; 
A proud superiority they claim, 
And join a Moore’s to Nelson’s honour’d nane—t 
Alike in death, alike in deathless fame, 


May our lov’d isle, for godlike deeds renown’d, 
The pride and glory of the world be crown’d! 
May foreign wars, domestic quarrels, cease, 

And ev’ry clime be bless’d with smiling peace! 


Long may our gracious Sov’reign’s rule extend— 
The King of freemen, and his people’s friend ! 
To Britons’ cry may bounteous Heav’n give ear, 
And George’s life, so lov’d, so honour’d, spare ! 


Gop, save the King! and grant him long to reign, 
Britannia’s guardian, monarch of the main ! 
And when that hour shall come, which comes to all, 
When Heav’n shall give the signal of recall, 
Still may his soul in endless glory live, 
And for an earthly crown a heav’nly crown receive ! 
SamMveL ExspDAts, 
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THE FEMALE CONTRAST. 


TO MISS 
er 





From one who is to female charms no foe, 
A few short moments on these lines bestow ; 
And if a poet e’er the truth may speak, 
Or paint in colours true the modest cheek, 
In strains poetic honestly display'd, 
Your character by me be thus portray’d :— 
‘* Enough of beauty, and enough of sense; 
‘“‘ The last must please, the first give no offence : 
‘ A sweet behaviour and politeness too, 
«¢ These, and much more, we all must fix in you.” 
But mildness, beauty, elegance, and sense, 
This sweet behaviour, and this no offence, 
Are what we always feelingly applaud 
In other beauties when we stroll abroad ; 
There, with their dress, a better mind they wear, 
As more conspicuous to the public glare ; 
Vapours, hysterics, vanish ail away, 
And sullen humour flirts it with the gay ; 
The cross are mild, the passionate are cool, 
And fair Politeness compliments by rule. 
Thus fiction oft for trnth we take, you know, 
And, if it pleases, we believe it so : 
View but the fuir at ball, assembly, play, 
See how good-humour'd, innocent, and gay! 
Change but the scene, and fix them all at home, 
Each dearest angel will appear a gnome 5 


-~ 


Caprice, contentioa, obstinacy, strife, 
Now take their turns to damp the joys of life. 
What kind indulgence can such whimstes claim ? 
But few at home, abroad you’re all the same; 
Tis this, an op’ra, ball, assembly, play, 
May help to steal a lover’s heart away ; 
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This gilds your hopes, and makes you always know 
To please the coxcomb, or to win the beau, 

When Flavia dresses, with enchanting grace, 

And ushers forth the wonders of her jace, 

What stoic lover, or what hero brave, 

Kneels not to. Flavia’s charms, a certain slave ? 
Yet more, when Flavia thus by art refin’d, 

Puts on the charms, more pleasing, of the mind— 
The feeling heart, another’s faults to hide, 

And view each object on the brighter side,— 
When Mildness blunts the darts by Envy flung, 
And, contradicted, silent is her tongue ; 

Or, if she answer, soft her accents flow, 

As gentle zephyrs on the banks of Po ;— 

Could you, with quick imagination warm, 

Foresee in Flavia’s eye the coming storm ? 

No; pleas’d with her from whom such virtues came, 
Who would not think her always like the same ? 


Thus the rash mariner, when bright the sky, 
Securely sails, and thinks no danger nigh ; 
To fiatt’ring breezes bends the swelling sail,— 
Swift comes the storm, and all his fears prevail : 
Thus Fashion, Education, may impart 
To Flavia’s graces, but they steel the heart ; 
This, if ’tis fauity, she will leave at home, 
While all her beauties are decreed to roam. 
Not so Amanda, dear enchanting name! 
Pleasing to all, in ev ry thing the same: 
Let Flavia flirt, and catch the public view, 
Since charms more charming stay at home with you. 


P. W. 
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